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My Best Friend 


Author's Notes: 
So | turned to the dark side... 


My Best Friend 
Axl's POV 


I've known Izzy for the better part of a decade. Nobody knows Izzy the way | do. Izzy is like an enigma with 
the soul of a gypsey. Izzy hates being tied down and rooted. He is a free spirit. | guess that was one of the 
things | loved the most about him. Izzy wasn't afraid of anything. | found my courage to step out into the 


unknown through him. 


For the most part he was a man of few words, but when he spoke people always listened. He had a strange 
sort of wisdom. Yet most of the time he kept it to himself. He could be a real shithead like that sometimes. 
But | could always tell when he had something to say. Generally he would talk to me. Izzy and | grew up 
together in the same dead end town. We knew each others secrets. 


Neither of us had what you could call a normal family life. | was beaten and belittled by my jackass step 
father. He actually had the nerve to stand behind a podium on Sunday and preach the gospel to all the sinners. 
Fucking hypocrite bastard. | remember praying for god to strike him dead for his facade of being so holy. | 
along knew the truth. And Izzy was always there to see the bruises and splits in my skin. 


| would sneak out of the house and go to Izzy's which was just a few blocks away. | would tap on his window 
and he would sneak out too. We would go down to the train tracks and get stoned. Izzy sold weed so hr was 
always holding. Being a dealer made Izzy pretty popular | suppose. He got invited to all the cool parties. The girls 
threw themselves at him. Not because he was the hottest guy in school, but because he had the dope. 


Don't get me wrong, Izzy isn't unattractive at all His hair is silky smooth with natural wavy curls. These days 
he dyes it jet black. It suits him. He is slim and his muscles are taught. He's tall, close to bft. His eyes are 
what | love the most about him. One eye was a very green shade of hazel, the other a golden brown. It was 


really only noticeable if you were close to him. His eyes told the the truth, even when he tried to lie. 


Izzy, like me had his secrets. His home life was far from Ok too. His mom was always a fucking depressed 
basket case. His dad couldn't take it and left her and moved to Florida So at 8 years old Izzy became the man 
of the house. He practically raised his two brothers. 


Izzy was alot different when we were younger. He had a great sense of responsibility. To look at him you would 
never guess that he could cook like a five star chef. Nor would you know that he could clean like a maid or 


iron like a dry cleaner. But like | said, Izzy was an enigma, definitely not what you would expect. 


Coming out to LA had changed him. He had no one to be responsible for any more, so he let the irresponsibly 
his youth was robbed of come out. Believe me Izzy could be pretty damn irresponsible. The worst being that 
he had become a fucking junkie. Heroin was his main vice but he would do anything he could get his hands on 


that would fuck you up. 


It scared me to see Izzy on heroin. It made those bicolor eyes | loved so much seem hollow and vacant. It was 
like the lights were on but nobody was home. It slowed him down so much sometimes he would be nodding off 


and drooling. 


Then there was how he woke up aching for that shit. He would be shaking all over. He would puke and shit and 
puke and shit some more. But once he got that fix he became more functionable. Well, as functionable as a 


fucking junkie can be. 


Izzy had also upgraded from selling pot to selling smack. When Izzy came out here to LA he just couldn't hold a 
job. Once you've been a drug dealer it's hard to do the whole nine to five thing. Its such easy money and a full 
time job. Izzy started selling heroin. It paid his bills. It took care of both of us once | came out here. | never 


complained about it. 


But then one day | came home to our shitty apartment and found Izzy puking in the toilet, high as fuck. He told 


me he tried it because he wanted to know why all his customers would do anything for it? He said it was 
awful and he would never do it again But he did, and over time it just got to be more and more, which meant 
he had to sell more just to support his habit and pay the bills. Which meant Izzy sold dope almost around the 


clock. 


| had lay awake in my bed so many nights worrying about Izzy out there on the streets slinging dope. | would 
watch the clock and wait for him to come stumbling in. | lived in fear that one day he just wouldn't show up. | 
worried about him getting killed 


But believe it or not, and | say this from personal experience, the scrawny mother fucker packs a mean ass 
right hook. Plus just for safe measure he carried a black Imm Beretta. | also worried he would get fucked up 


and accidently shoot his dick off since he tucked the gun in the front of his pants. 


See, when | was a kid | was told repeatedly | was an evil sinner, a deviant, an abomination, and that my soul 
was one with Satan, Its not entirely untrue. | am an unholy sinner. The devil is inside me. | am a deviant 
because l,m in love with my best friend. | really hate myself for loving Izzy. Its immoral, it's wrong to dream 


of laying with another man. It was sodomy and it was wrong. God himself destroyed two cities for that shit. 


But | can't help my heart skipping a beat when he enters a room. | can't not glance at his ass when | can, | 
can't keep my dick from twitching when | watch him with girls and imagine l'm that girl. | loved him. | loved 
those exquisite eyes, his beautiful smile, his gentle laugh, his silky black hair, his voice that just blanketed me 


in a velvet robe, and the way he furrows his eyebrows when he's upset. 


What | also love is the fact that I'm the only person Izzy is open with. It's me he confides in Its me who has 
seen him cry. Me who is there when he's suffering his withdrawals. l't me alone who knew Izzy way back when. 


And its me now who is still the only person who truely knows and understands him. 


But Izzy hasn't a clue how | feel about him. Izzy isn't gay. Izzy isn’t bi. Izzy is 100% a hetero male. | know if he 
knew he would run away from me. Izzy always ran away from everything that was too much for him. 


However it was dope that he would run to. | was honestly afraid that my truth would kill him. 


Now that GNR has taken off the dope dealing has stopped. Yet his dope intake has increased beyond my 
comprehension. Now Izzy spends more time with Stevie and Slash because they do heroin too. | feel abandoned. 
| miss having Izzy all to myself. We are still close, but we no longer spend much time hanging out or 


conquering the world. | really miss how he used to always be at my side. 


Izzy lOl 


Author's Notes: 
keep in mind guys that this is my first non het fic. i honestly have no clue what im doing. I'm using the 
inspiration from all of you who's stories | have read and loved. Challenge, | wanna rock your gypsey soul, fear 


and loathing in los angeles, down in a hole, just to name a few. 


lzzy 10l 
Somewhere in America on a tour bus, 198b 


| fell asleep in the front of the bus, lulled to sleep by the hum of the bus. Everyone else had been partying in 
the back lounge with slutty girls they met after the show. | did'n do drugs, nor did | join in on their groupies. 
Yeah, sometimes | did fuck girls. | did it to keep up pretenses of my heterosexual mirage. 


But | always chose dark haired girls. The skinnier and flat chested the better. This was so | could imagine they 
were Izzy. Otherwise | couldn't get it up. Shit also only worked if the bitch was mostly quiet. | couldn't 


concentrate on lzzy with some chick screaming my name. 


| stretch and let out a yawn. It's quiet now. | assume everyone has passed out. | figure | should probably get 


to my bunk. | just hope no one is in it. Well if it were Izzy that would of course be cool. 
| drowsily rise to my feet and head to the back. | stop on my way at the bathroom to take a piss. | open the 
door and see Izzy balled up in a knot on the floor. The bathroom is really small so he's not laying in a very 


comfortable knot. | see his left arm rested at his side. | see a trail of blood and a needle dangling in his arm. 


"Fuck! Izzy! Iz.wake up," | bend down and pull the needle from his arm. | feel his wrist, it's warm and | feel a 


weak pulse. "Izzy!" | smack at his cheek repeatedly. 

Finally he draws in a deep breath and his eyes barely part. His lips are sagging. "Ax." he faintly mutters. 
"What the fuck Izzy?! | just pulled a goddamn needle out of your fucking arm! You're gonna fucking die if you 
keep doing this shit." l'm yelling like I'm angry. | am angry, but more than anything l'm afraid. | hate feeling 


afraid. It pisses me off. 


‘Mmmm... just uh.drank too much," he barely manages to get out. He uncurls from his knot and tries to get 


up. He can't even do it. 


"Come here you fucking asshole," | say with rolling eyes as | help him up. 


I'd be lying if | said | wasn't enjoying that just a little bit. Izzy was in my arms, his body pressed to mine. His 
beautiful eyes are black and empty and rolling back into his head. His mouth is agape. His head he can barely 
hold up. 


“Tttthanks," he mumbles as he tries to hold on to me by my shirt. | can feel the heat from his hands through 
the fabric. 


| steady his head by holding his chin. | feel stubble from where he hadn't even bothered to shave today. | try 


to look into his eyes. "Iz | don't want you to die." 

He lets out a sound that | assume is a smirk He manages a very faint smile. 

"Nnnot..todaaaay aaaanyway.." His words drag out as he starts going limp in my arms and nodding out. 

| quickly wrap him up in my arms again. "Izzy!" | shake him hard. 

"Mmmm..yeah?" He says coming to, still limp in my arms. 

| know there is but one solution One way to get him to his bunk No, its not carry him. He may only be like 
130 pounds tops, but that's too much bulky dead weight. "Iz. know you have some coke somewhere.where is 
it?" | shake him to again. 

"Mmmm..huh?" 


"Where is your coke?" | ask. 


"Pocket." he nearly whispers as he makes many feeble attempts to retrieve it. He can't do it though. "Mmmmy 
pocket," he replies again. 


| know that's Izzy telling me to reach in his pocket and get his coke. I'm more than happy to oblige. But there's 
those pretenses to keep in mind. "Izzy for fucks sake man" | shove my hand into his pocket wishing | could 
gently slide it in Savor the moment. But pretenses.. 

| pull the coke out and Izzy let's go of my shirt and leans into the door frame, clinging to it for support. | 
quickly pour a pile onto the side of my fist and steady it under his nose. He inhales a few times trying to find 
the energy or the strength to snort hard enough to get it up his nose. He finally manages to get it all. 
"More," he sniffles and lazily wipes the coke from his nose. 


"More?!" | ask in bewilderment. 


"Mmmm," he nods, a little better off but obviously still heavily sedated. 


So | give him more. A few minutes later he's standing. 
"Thanks," he says softly his eyes shifting away from mine as his brows furrow. 


| know this look. Its shame. Izzy isn't very proud of showing people the junkie side of him. Izzy too has 


pretenses of his own to pull off. But he can't hide it from me, | know him too damn well. 
"lz," | sigh, "You can't keep doing this shit." 


His shifty eyes meet mine again, wide and black. They aren't so empty or hollow now. Now they seem more 


alert and serious. His eyes look away quickly again 
"You know I've tried to stop man.| can't fucking stop," he says softly shaking his lowered head. 
"That shit is gonna kill you Iz," | say with a somber tone. A loving tone. 


He slowly nods with his head still hung low. "I know," he whispers. "I didn't mean for you to have to find me like 


this.l'm sorry.” 


Izzy was always so apologetic. And | always believed his sincerity. But in the back of my mind | knew it would 
always happen again. Maybe Izzy really couldn't stop. He certainly hadn't and it had almost been three years. 


"l2," | sigh, "I don't want to lose you," | put my heart on my sleeve. Hold up.pretenses. "The band can't make it 


without you." 
He nods still looking like a scolded child. "I should probably lay down," he says. 
Typical Izzy, running from a situation he didn't want to face. 


'Iz.you know | love you.." I's ok for me to tell him this because | would love him, even if | wasn't in love with 
him. He always returns my response with an ‘| love you too man’. | knew he did. It just wasn't the way | loved 
him. He only loved me as his best friend, confidant, war buddy, maybe even like a brother. "It kills me to see 


you like this." 
He nods unable to look me in the eye. "| know Ax." He walks away and makes his way to his bunk 


He starts undressing. Izzy sleeps naked,with the exception of his socks. Izzy hated being barefoot. It was like 
some OCD habit of his. He hated the feel of dirt. He said dirt was everywhere you walked and he could feel it 
and it drove him crazy. He has been like this since he was like lb. Of course I've seen him naked a thousand 
times. A fucking beautiful sight | might add. Izzy is shy, but he's not shy about getting naked. Strange right? 
But thats my enigma, my Izzy, always confounding the hell out of me. 


Safety 


Author's Notes: 
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Safety 
"You're an abomination!" 
SMACK 
"Ouch!" 


"Always coming into my fucking house high on fucking dope! Where have you been? With that damn Isbell boy?! 
Didn't | tell you to stay away from that devil?!" 


‘Izzy's not the devil! You're the fucking devil you son of a bitch!" 

WHACK 

"May the Lord forgive your ways boy!" 

WHACK 

"May he allow me to cast the devil from you!" 

WHACK 

"Axl?" A nudge shakes me, "Ax wake up," 

Izzy. My dearest Izzy's voice wakes me from my nightmare. The fear | felt with my step father beating me 
now dissolves. I'm with Izzy. | know l'm safe now. Izzy's voice warms my heart. | open my eyes and see his dark 
shadowed silloette hovered over me in my bunk 

"You ok?" He asks me. 

| sigh and run my hand over my face. Izzy climbs into my bunk with me and lies on his back. He props his head 


on my pillow, our heads touching together. | can hear him lighting a cigarette. The spark of his zippo illuminates 
his handsome face for a second. | see the cherry of his cigarette getting brighter as he inhales. 


"The Reverend again?" He softly asks as he exhaled. 


"Yeah," | sigh and try to enjoy Izzy so close to me, laying with our heads together. We used to lay across the 
train tracks like this, passing a joint back and forth between us, staring up at the stars. 


"He's not here anymore Ax..you're free now. You don't have to be scared of that bastard ever again," the soft 
voice of Izzy says. God | loved Izzy's voice. It was like every word that came out of his mouth was in a pillow 
talk tone. It was sexy and it drove me wild. 

"Yeah," | sigh again. 

"You wanna tell me about it?" Izzy asks. 

"Not really,” | reply. 

| see the cherry of his cigarette get bright as he inhales again. "So you ok then?" He tenderly asks me. 

‘I'm fine..yeah," | softly answer. 

"Ok," | hear him say and can feel him sitting up to return to his own bunk 


"Wait," | quickly say and grab him by the shoulder. "Don't go.not just yet," | vaguely beg. 


| can feel him laying back down next to me. | can feel his head touch mine again. Izzy is all to used to me not 


being able to talk about shit, but not wanting to be alone. 


Soooo..should | tell you a story? Maybe sing you a luliby?" Izzy jokes with a faint smirk and drags from his 


cigarette again. 

"You know | sing better moron," | say with a smile. 

"| do ok," He says. | can hear his pride is slightly wounded. 

"You do," | admit to make him feel better. 

In all honesty | fucking love listening to Izzy sing. Every time he writes a song he always sings the lyrics to me 
as he softly strums an acoustic guitar because he already has the melody all worked out. His voice was so 
perfect with soft slow songs. We wrote a beautiful song called Don't Cry together. Singing the words back and 
fourth with one another. We hadn't recorded it yet. Izzy didn't want to for some reason. 


"Wanna get high?" | can hear Izzy ask. | know he must be remembering our nights on the train tracks too. 


"You know | don't do that anymore lz" 


"Ah..come on, for old times sake. It's just a little weed" 

| can never seem to tell Izzy no. "The Reverend always told me you were the devil," | smile. 
"Wait, | thought you were the devil," he says as | feel him reaching into his pocket for a joint. 
"We both are," | reply. 

"Mmmm," he mumbles with the joint to his lips lighting it. "Can't really disagree with him." 


"Yeah," | sigh as he passes me the joint. It's been over a year since | did this with Izzy. | inhale the tasty 
smoke. | start coughing. 


"Got virgin lungs again?" Izzy chuckles and takes the joint from me. 
"Been a while," | try to stifle my coughing. 
"Yeah," He acknowledges and takes a long slow drag. "It's nice though..right?" 


"Yeah," | answer as | breathe in Izzy's aroma. His smell just intoxicated me, the smell of his sweet dried sweat, 


cigarettes, and whiskey. You wouldn't think a person could enjoy something like that, but | did It was my Izzy. 


"You remember that time we got so stoned we couldn't fucking stay awake and fell asleep at the train depot?" 


Izzy asks in a reminiscent tone. 

‘Mmmhuh," | say remembering that night. Izzy had scored some really top notch weed to sell at a higher 
price. We smoked about five joints back to back and couldn't fucking move. We woke up at dawn leaning into one 
another. 

| miss getting that stoned," Izzy says. 

That's Izzy. Always loving the feeling of being high, no matter what the substance. | assume that was why 
there was other substances now, because the weed stopped working for him. He passes me the joint again. | 
meekly take a hit. "You can't get much higher than passing out with a needle in your arm." 

"Come on Ax," | hear him sigh, "do we have to do this again | fucking said | was sorry." 

"Yeah..well who's gonna say sorry when you're fucking dead?" 


"Well if the Reverend is right and I'm the devil.don't that mean | can't die?" 


"Would you stop joking. I'm serious lz" 


| hear him sigh and inhale the joint. "I know." He passes the joint back to me. 


| roll over onto my side and nuzzle my head onto his shoulder. "I'm sorry Iz.it's just..you really scare me 
sometimes." | inhale the joint and cast a glow over his milky skin 


| feel him pat me on the head. "lm ok.l'm not going to die. l'm not leaving you." 


"You can't know that..you can't possibly understand how.." | stop remembering | can't just tell Izzy how much | 


really love him. Or can |? 
"Understand what?" He asks taking the joint from me again. 
"|. just." | feel tears welling up in my eyes. | sniffle and it gives me away. 


"Axl are you crying?" He asks moving my hair out of my eyes and trying to look for the moonlight glint on the 
tears on my face. "Hey what is it?" 


'Izzy.lzzy | just can't stand the thought of losing you..you're all | have..| need you to try to fight this 


addiction.| need you lzzy..| fucking love you." 


Silence. Yet | can hear Izzy's wheels turning. Yeah Izzy l'm in love with you you jerk. Wake up and see it. Fucking 
feel it with me. Let me love you. 


Initiate 


Author's Notes: 
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Initiate 


| had made up my mind that it was time for me to finally try to initiate something with Izzy. Maybe | could be 
that someone to save him, to have him and hold him. | would love him so completely and never hurt him the 


way women did. | would adore him. | would protect him. | would fucking die for him. 


Last night had come off a bit awkward for Izzy | think. After | confessed that | loved him it was just sheer 
silence for about 30 minutes. Then without a word Izzy just got up and returned to his bunk across from 
mine. | pray | didn't fuck everything up by prematurely spilling my guts. 


Ok Axl. Think. How do you make Izzy fall in love with you? What did Izzy like? What did girls do to get his 
attention? They sucked his dick and fucked him. They had big tits. They feigned playing hard to get. No.that 


wouldn't work. In this particular senario it was Izzy who was going to be the hard one to get. 


Izzy is compassionate with chicks. He's respectful of them. He even treats a one night stand like she's 
important. Izzy likes to make girls come. He says that it really turns him on to know he can. Obviously he could. 
Izzy had a whole line of chicks wanting to be with him, fighting over him. Slash, Stevie, and Duff were just in it 
for what they could get out of it. Izzy wasn't that way. 


When Izzy had a girlfriend he was so fucking good to them. He lavished them with love. Now that he had cash 
he would buy them things. He loved to travel. His favorite place was in the desert. He said the stars were 
bigger and brighter there than anywhere else in the world. One day | would have to see for myself. Maybe 


lzzy would one day take me there. 


But tonight we are in fucking Noblesville, Indiana. We are really close to home and | fucking hate it. Izzy isn't 
one for nostalgia really so he is sort of indifferent about being here. His brothers are supposed to come to 
the show. I'm sure my brother and sister will be here too. I'm not really looking forward to seeing them. | know 
they will only be complaining about the Reverend. | will probably have to see bruises and scars on them. | know 


the reverend has turned his attention on them with me gone. 


But tonight my focus was on Izzy. | couldn't keep stifling my love for him. | had to win his heart and make him 
fall in love with me. | approached him just after the show. 


"Hey Iz, lets get out of her. | wanna take you somewhere." 


"Where?" He asks me. He's been avoiding contact with me all day. 


"IFs a surprise man. Just say yes. Its been so log since just you and me hung out. It's fucking Indiana. You 


know how | hate this fucking state. | just wanna get rip roaring wasted to forget l'm here." 

Izzy seems apprehensive as he strips out of his sweaty stage clothes. | do my best not to stare too hard at 
his nude body. "Yeah..sue man," he finally softly agrees putting on a pair of jeans and a fresh Red button down 
shirt. He leaves it unbuttoned and ties it at the waist. He slides on his paperboy hat which he wears religiously 
it seems. "Give me like an hour," he says. 

"Ok, I'll get us a limo and meet you outside the bus." 

Izzy nods with an unsure expression on his face. "Yeah." 

I'm elated and can barely contain myself in the next hour while | wait for him inside the limo. I've already 
instructed the driver to drive us to our home town and the train track we spent our youth on. | had a bottle 


of Jack. | knew Izzy would be holding coke, heroin, and weed. 


Finally he arrived. My heart fluttered as he got into the limo across from me. Izzy looked semi sober, | 


assume he had done coke to be more alert so we could hang out. 

"Ax..man where are we going? He sighs. 

"Told you it's a surprise. Be patient," | say extending a bottle of Jack over to him. 

He quickly gulps some down. "Hey | scored some shrooms, you want some?" He asks me. 

| shake my head. 

"Come on they're all natural with no chemicals. They won't hurt your voice." Izzy persists. 


Dear God why can't | ever tell Iz no. | guess because | loved him and trusted him and just wanted to do 


whatever it took to be near him. "Fuck it," | shrug. 


Izzy beams a beautiful smile at me and pulls out the shrooms and divides them between us. They're really 


mellow so you won't fucking flip out. | promise." 
His velvet voice assures me that all will be fine and that he will take care of me. | trust him implicitly. 
So | took Izzy by limo back to our beloved train tracks back home again. Along the way Izzy got loaded, but he 


was kind enough not to bring any smack along. He pretty much figured we were going home, but But | blind 
folded him at the city limits. He went along with it. A curious smile on his face as he continued drinking. 


When the limp stopped | led him by his arm to the tracks. | pulled off his blindfold. | watched as his mouth 


dropped and a smile radiated on his smooth face. | could actually see his eyes twinkle in delight. 


"Holy shit," Is all he can seem to say as he walks up onto the tracks. He instantly lays down and rests his head 
on the rail. "Its so weird being here again" 


With a smirk | finally join him and lie down, our heads touching as they always had here. 
"There's just not stars like this in LA," he says pulling out a joint. 


"Man.are the stars different colors to you?" | ask obviously tripping on the shrooms too. An uneraseable smile 


has come to my lips. 

Izzy turns to me with the same kind of smile. "Don't fucking trip out on me.its just the shrooms." 

"No, I'm cool," | smile. 

We pass the joint back and forth. We look back up at the rainbow colored stars with our heads tilted together. 
My mind starts to obsess over last night. Izzy didn't say anything. He avoided me all day. But he was here with 
me now. It was like old times. Nothing felt awkward. But | can't leave the matter unresolved. 

‘Iz. meant it" 

"Meant what?" He asks passing me the joint. 


"That | love you." 


Ah, there it is again, that Izzy silence. Then he says the same thing he always does. "Yeah, | know. | love you 


too bro." 

"Uh no lz.l love you." 

"Uhhh yeah man, | love you too." 

"No," | say sitting up and looking down at him. "I'm in love with you." 


His eyes meet mine with that furrowed brow. A confused look crosses his face. | am met with a deafening 


silence. Come on Izzy, say something. Anything. 


Torn 


Author's Notes: 
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Torn 
Izzy's POV 


Axl wasn't exactly what you might call a pillar of mental health. His real father had done some really fucked up 
sex shit to him when he was like two years old. Axl still remembered it happening time and time again. When 


his mom found out she left, but the damage was done. 


| guess his mom thought a preacher would be an ideal father. Steven Bailey was anything but an ideal father. 
He beat the hell out of Axl for years. Axl would always show up at my house in the middle of the night bloody 
and banged up. 


| was just some scrawny little pot head, what could | do? | couldn't save him. So | did what | could do, | got him 


high and tried to take his mind off things. | guess doing that for him helped me do it for myself too. 


My mom was always in her room, in her bed, crying, yelling, crying. By the time | was B | was pretty much 
raising my brothers and having to look after my mom. | couldn't wait to graduate and get away from them. 


And | had. But one day, low and behold, there's Axl. 


Since | was a kid | wanted to play music. Music was mine and Axl's shared bond and love. We both wanted to be 
in a band. However Axl was leery about packing up and going out into the unknown. | wasn't afraid. | had a 


survival skill. | could sell drugs. If you could sell drugs you could survive anywhere. Axl had no survivalism. 


But our friendship had always been like yin and yang. What traits | possessed He didn't. What he had | didn't. 
Axl was rebellious, | wasn't. | was shy, Axl wasn't. Axl loved Kids, | didn't. | never swayed once | had made my 


mind up about something, Axl was always indecisive. | guess we completed and complimented each other. 


Axl was fucking bipolar. He had violent tendencies. It wasn't hard to see why. He could go from laughing to 
screaming in just seconds. He was a live wire with a short fuse. But | knew how to handle Axl. Believe me, it 


got exhausting sometimes. 


Now this crazy asshole was telling me he was in love with me? Where in the world was this coming from. Axl 
fucked girls all the time. He wasn't gay. He had never given any indication of being into me like a chick. He didn't 


stare at me drooling. He didn't seem at all suspicious. Was this about the whole bathroom and the needle in my 


arm thing? 


Axl knows I'm not some fairy. | have no clue what's bringing this odd behavior on all of the sudden Maybe it's 
just the drugs. He has been sober over a year. Maybe those shrooms were making him temporarily insane. 
This was simply the last thing | ever though he would say to me. | love you, sure.but I'm IN love with you? 


"What the fuck are you talking about?" | ask him with wrinkled eyebrows as | recline up on my elbows. He's 
looking at me so sincerely. What in the fuck? Shit. think he's fucking serious. No way. No, this had to be one 
of Axl's twisted jokes, like the time he hid my dope and made me think | did it all. 


"| always have," he say's softly looking away from me and glancing down at the tracks. 


"This isn't funny Axl. I'm not falling for your jokes this time," | try to dismiss the issue. A moment later He 


speaks again. 
"This ain't a joke man" 


| am only capable of staring at him as he twiddles with the hem of his jeans. The moonlight is barely making 
him visible, but | see the look on his face. He isn’t bullshitting me. Oh Shit. What the fuck? What can | possibly 
say to some shit like this? 


"I think you're too high Ax," | smile and look back up at the different colored stars twinkling. 


Its quiet again. Thank god. Maybe Axl's gave up on whatever this is he's doing here. I'm grateful for the quiet. 
| know it won't last. Eventually | will my eyes to look at Axl again. He's looking at me with some strange look I've 


never seen from him before. 


| open my mouth to speak. As | do Axl takes me completely off guard. He hovers over me and pins me down. 
His lips cover mine. | feel him fucking trying to French kiss me! Axl what in the fuck?! | can't move. | struggle 
but by this point in life I'm a skin and bones junkie and Axl is actually sort of buff. All! can do is mumble into 


his mouth and try to close my mouth. 


| can't believe my best friend is kissing me! And | can't fucking stop him. He's completely resisting my 
resistance. | try to slow my brain down enough to think. | have to go into Axl mode and handle this situation 


the same as | would one of his temper tantrums. | have to calm him down. The only way | see to do it is to 


fucking kiss him back. 

| closed my eyes and pretended he was the sexiest chick | ever saw. | gave in to his lips ans felt his grip 
soften. | feel his hand run through my hair. Curvy hips, double D's, long hair..concentrate Izzy. Once my 
fantasy takes hold my dick takes over and | snap back to reality. Now that Axl is relaxed | push him off me. 


He looks confused, flustered. | have to keep my game face on to keep him calm. | certainly don't want to 


unleash his rage. | need a fucking fix to deal with this shit. 


The Enigma 
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The Enigma 

Axis POV 

Izzy mustered up all the force his drug riddled body could and pushed me backwards. We are both sitting like a 
mirrored image. But our faces aren't mirrored. Izzy's eyebrows are scrunched up so much the pair has turned 
into just one unibrow. This is Izzy's baffled look. 

My dick is as hard as a fucking rock. Kissing Izzy felt like kissing a 4 volt battery. It left a buzzing tingle in my 


mouth. And in the end, Izzy kissed me back. God Izzy was a good kisser, better than | ever imagined. But | know 


lz He realized what he was doing and pushed me away. Now he's staring at me stunned 

"Axl what the fuck?" He eventually asks. 

"You weren't hearing me," | answer. "Are you now?" 

"Man.wh.where the hell is all this coming from?" Izzy asks me with that befuddled look glued onto his face. 
"From my heart you jackass" 

Izzy clears his throat. "It out of your system now?" He forces a smile to his face. 

Ah my Izzy, never willing to hurt my feelings. Izzy was always so nice to me. | hadn't been so nice to him. | 
guess Izzy, even though he's turned himself into a junkie, is more stable mentally than | am. And he always 
knows just how to lighten the mood. 

"Not hardly," | say looking away. 

"Axl" he says then pauses for an eternity. "Why me?" 

"| don't know.lts just the way | have always felt with you" 


"What the hell could you possibly see in me bro? Look at me..l'm a fucking mess." Izzy says so softly. 


| remember when you weren't," | say back just as soft. 


"| don't" Izzy shakes his head and looks up at me. 


"| do.| remember everything. Don't you remember all the nights we came right here? Those were some of the 


best times of my life lz" 

"It was a long time ago man.all this time..all these years..you've.." 

"Yeah," | answer knowing what he was asking without him having to finish. 

"Why now?" He utters. 

| shrug. 

Izzy takes in a deep breath, "Soooo you like think of me when you're jacking off?" He uncomfortably asks. 
"Izzy. think about you just so | can fuck a girl. I'm in love with you." 


‘|. don't get it man.Why would you..with me? | mean we've..How am | supposed to take this? My best friend of 
8 years just kissed me. I've never kissed a fucking guy before." 


"Neither have |," | confess. 
"Well didn't you find it.awkward?" Izzy shyly asks. 


"I didn't think about it like that. | was kissing the person my soul belongs to." 


"Im not fucking gay!" | snap. "I've never looked at any guy but you!" 
"You look at me?" Izzy asks a bit shocked, "fuck dude you've checked me out when I'm naked haven't you?" 
"What kind of question is that Iz? Of fucking course | have!" 


"Holy shit," Izzy says trying to grasp the idea that all these years | had been checking him out when he would 


so readily strip down. 
Silence again. 
"Axl man. don't know what the fuck to say. | mean.what can | say? What do you want me to say?" 


"| want you to love me too." | answer honestly. 


"You know | love you..but not fucking like that," Izzy shakes his head. 
"You would if you would be more open about this situation” 


Izzy's eyebrows raise, "Open? You expect me to be open about you shoving your dick in my ass?" He's looking 


at me like I'm insane. "Or should | stick my dick up your ass?" 

'Izzy.l'm not even thinking about all that shit." 

"Well please enlighten me Axl, what the fuck ARE you thinking about?" 

| think for a moment how to even put my feeling into words. "I'm thinking about a bond. A bond we share. | 
always felt safe and comfortable with you..no one but you. And you get me. No one gets me, they all think l'm 
some insane dictator. No one treats me like you. We know each other so well it's like we share a brain" 


"Maybe so," Izzy says, "but that's where the sharing stops man" 


'Iz.l'm not trying to scare you into anything. I'm all for taking shit slow. | mean fuck.! waited 8 years to tell 
you | loved you and kiss you didn't |?" 


"Axl really cant take this shit right now. Let's just go back to Nobelsville" 
"Why so you can get loaded on your precious heroin and drool all over the place?" 

"Yeah. exactly," Izzy sighs and scratches his chest 

| sigh. "Why do you always run Izzy? You never face anything. Stop being such a fucking coward" 


"Coward?!" Izzy bursts, "This coming from the son of a bitch who has obviously been in love with me for 


years and never fucking told me?!" 


Izzy seemed livid. He always got this way when he couldn't just run away. He reacted like a trapped animal. He 
would lash out at me and gnash his teeth until we were in such a huge fight we would both go in opposite 


directions. | couldn't let him use his clever tactics on me this time. | didn't want to run from this anymore. 


‘lm sorry lz," | cave, "it's just you never deal with anything..You never face the facts if you can help it. | know 
you Iz | know exactly how thrown for a loop you are. | don't want you to run away from me too.. just want 


you..want you to try to open up to the possibility that maybe, just maybe, we are perfect for one another." 


Izzy shakes his head. "I always knew you were fucking crazy.but this shit is just insane bro." He stands up and 
begins walking to the limo. "I'm leaving," he calls out, "You coming or staying in Lafayette tonight?" 


| hang my head and get up. | know to leave well enough alone. | know | have to let Izzy absorb this information 
| also know he observes nothing on heroin. | have to find a way to make him see. | know he could love me if he 
would just get over the awkwardness he feels. | understand he's never been with a guy, but at least I'm open 


to it.well I'm open to it with Izzy. None but him. 


Run Away 


Run Away 
Izzy's POV 


| didn't say one fucking word on the way back to Noblesville. What the fuck could | say? | was in fucking shock. 
| mean how could | not be? | just wanted to rewind things and go back to the way we had always been. Axl, 


neurotic, paranoid, but my best friend. 


| couldn't wait to get back. | had never felt more antsy in my life. Axl's confession had turned the shrooms 
against me. My mind was obsessing and going fucking mad searching for an explaination of the events of the 
last few days. | can not even comprehend this shit. I'm not so sure | even want to. 


We get back and | go straight into the bathroom. | can hear Axl at the door. "Come on Iz.please don't do this 
tonight." 


"Man. just fuck off," | say as | begin prepping myself a fix. | have to make all this go away. | have to make him 


go away. | can not cook up this shot fast enough. Believe me. 


| toll up a sleeve. | tie my arm off with my belt and hold it tight with my teeth. | hear Axl continue trying to 
stop me from this. It's all in vain Nothing can stop me. Absolutely nothing. 


| sink the needle under my skin. Aaaahhhh..that rewarding little pin prick that tells me everything is going to be 
ok soon Heroin was such bliss. It felt perfect. It blocked out the world and allowed me to live in an alternate 
universe inside my own head. | needed to be there now. | couldn't deal with the whole Axl situation. | just had to 


make him go away. 

'Izzy..please.." 

Sorry Axl, Izzy's gone right now. You can leave a message and he will get back to you just as soon as he 
comes down off this high. That is if | ever decide to come back. My eyes close and | nod out. | don't know how 


long. | awake to Axl ripping the fucking door off the hinges. 


"Heeeey..what the." | will my slow words out as | look up to him with heavy eyes that | knew were but mere 


slits. 
He lightly shakes his head and | can see tears fall from his eyes. | pull myself up and squeeze past him and sit 
staring out the window. | don't even see anything really. I'm in a drug haze where | can only concentrate on 


how fucking good | feel. 


Axl sits across from me. Right now | don't give a fuck. Nothing can touch me. | am totally zoned out. He 


speaks but his words don't register. He sits next to me but | can't feel it. I'm wrapped up in a comfortable 
numbness | hope never fades. 


A soft hand turns my face to face him. I'm empty. | can't think. He stared into my empty eyes. | can see the 
expression on his face but | don't feel any emotions with it. | know that he's scared but I'm unable to comfort 


him right now. 
'Izzy..please come back," He whispers as he looks at me. 


Why the hell would | ever want to come back? There was nothing worthwhile in life for me. There was GNR, 
but rock stardom and fame wasn't at all like | thought it would be. We blew up so fast. Everything did 
Everyone wants to be your friend, even the same motherfuckers who chastise you and call you a fucking 


junkie. | couldn't go anywhere anymore without being swarmed by fans. That shit gets old quick 


At this point | feel my eyes rolling back. The only thing holding me up is Axl's hand under my chin. He calls my 


name and shakes me to. 

‘Mmmm..what?" | say. 

Axl fucking pulls me into his arms and hugs my limp body to him. | feel his breath at my ear. 

"I hate it when you do this," he whispers to me. 

| feel his tongue sweep across my ear lobe. Oh shit. He's doing it again. But I'm as good as fucking paralyzed. l'm 
basically a zombie, a very non-vicious zombie, but a zombie all the same. And Axl knows this. Holy fuck. This 
fucker was using my goddamn addiction to be able to practically rape me. He know's there is no fight in me on 
this shit. | mean fuck.this is like some sicko with a roofied chick. This is taking advantage of the drunk with 


lowered inhibitions. Fuck, this was basically necrophilia! 


Oh my fucking god! He's sucking on it now. He's breathing in short quick bursts like.like.. | can't believe this is 


the first time | have ever wished | wasn't so high. | am defenseless. | can't make him stop. 

"I love you," he gently whispers. 

One of his hands is in my hair and the other is lightly running down my chest. Fucking shit | can't believe this 
bastard, supposedly my best friend, was taking advantage of this situation | was fucking motionless. Thank you 
sweet Jesus my dick can't get hard or he would probably try to suck me off. 

His lips travel down my neck. My eyes close and I'm out. Oh God, what is he gonna do to me now? 

| awake to sun in my face. My head is propped against the window of the seat | had been in last night. My 


shirt is unbuttoned. Did | dream about Axl? Or was he really kissing on me last night while | was too fucked up 
to stop him? 


| stand up and stagger my way back to the bathroom for a piss. As I'm standing there pissing | glance up into 
the mirror. On my neck is a fresh purple mark. It looks like a fucking hickey. Jesus.it is a goddamn hickey. That 
shit was reall? Holy shit!!! 


Scorn 


Scorn 
Axl's POV 


| was still in my bunk asleep when Izzy punched me in the arm. | awake and see the furious look in his 


eyes..sober eyes. This was certainly a change. 

"What the fuck is this shit?" he hisses and points at his neck. 

| see the hickey | had put on him last night. Fuck he looks really mad. 

"You didn't complain last night," | smirk knowing it will make the shit get even more out of hand. 


"You fucking did this shit when you knew i wouldn't fight you! You took advantage of me like | was some 


teenage drunk chick!! You sick mother fucker." 


And he gives me that right hook we discussed, not his best one but it got my attention and made me grab my 


jaw. 
"Shut up!" Slash yells half drunk still and flips over. 

‘Iz.calm down," | say. 

"Calm down?! You practically raped melll" He all but screams at me as his fists curl up into a tight knot. 
"Woah, too much info man," Duff mumbles with a snicker. 

Izzy is so mad he can't even register their presence. 

"| didn't do anything like that,” | reply with my face still to my face. 

"What am | goddamn imagining this?!!" He points at the hickey again 

"Would you two smoke a joint and shut the fuck up?" Steven mumbles from his bunk 

"Let's go in the lounge,’ | calmly say as | timidly try to get up, "We'll talk ok?" 


| see him breathing hard. His face is quite red and it isn't because he's blushing. | stand up, not daring to turn 
my back on him in this irate state. | know he would push me flat on my face if | did. 


We go into the lounge. | shut the door. Just as | turn around | feel that fucking right hook again. This time it 
fucking hurts. It dazes me for a second. It's long enough for Izzy to wrap his hands around my throat and pin 
me to the wall. 


l'm stronger than Izzy so | push him away. "Would you stop fucking hitting me?" 
"Fuck you you sick mother fuckerlll" 


It hurts me that Izzy is so mad at me. Ok, maybe | did know the only way he would let me was high as fuck. 
But come on, what was | supposed to do? Stifle my feelings? Put him to bed? Nine out of ten people would 


have done just like me. If that made me sick then | guess | was sick. 
"You don't mean that." 
"The fuck | don't!" He snaps and comes for me. 


Out of reflex | shove him, but he comes for me again. His eyes are burning in a seething rage. My god he's 
pissed. Izzy has never attacked me so much in just one fight. Usually one punch satisfied him and got his point 
across. | assume he was proving a point. Maybe | was too stupid to take the hint. Maybe | didn't care. Or 
maybe | loved Izzy so much that | just couldn't help myself. 


Izzy stays there on the wall | pushed him backwards into staring at me a moment. | watch the rage slowly 
leave him and he slides down the wall. He sits there with his head hung and his elbows rested on his retracted 
knees. He's silent again. | just stand there and look. | know Izzy well enough to see that he's hurt, not physically, 


mentally. 

"l2?" | say hoping to break his silence. 

Still looking down he shakes his head. "Do you have any fucking Idea what kind of a curve ball you've thrown at 
me here? You've changed everything man." His words are now that soft sweet pillow talk tone. "I don't even 
know what all you did to me last night.| can't believe you used me being high to get your kicks. How far did 
you go with me? Did you touch my fucking dick?" 

"No," | shake my head, "Of course not, do you really think I'm that much of a monster?" 

"What the fuck did you do to me?" He asks again, still unable to look at me. 

"Not much.little nuzzling..hugging, holding you close. | didn't even kiss your lips. l.l was worried because you 
were so high.| just wanted to hold you..l never know when it could be the last time. You're playing Russian 


Roulette with the smack lz.l fear your death every fucking day." 


“Axl..you're ruining our friendship. | can't take all this gay shit of yours all the sudden 


"I told you l'm not fucking gay," | snap. 


Izzy looks up at me with furrowed eyebrows, "You kissed me, you put a hickey on me, you told me you're in 


love with me, you wanna be with me.lf that's not gay what the fuck is it?" 

"| told you lz.lve never felt like that about anyone but you" 

"Qoook.so you're Bi then" 

"Fuck the labels Iz.! just love you. | love you because you love and accept me" 
"| dont accept this man" He looks away, "I fucking can't" 


"Iz.| know it's sudden to you..and a shock..but it's still me..your best friend. | was there before we were all this. 


You're the only one that knows about my past and I'm the only one who knows yours. don't wanna lose that." 


"| don't either Ax.But | don't want it to change from what it is. I'm sorry for hitting you man.but you gotta 


take our friendship as it is..that's all it can ever be.ever." He rises to his feet. 
| see that craving antsy look on him. | know he's jonesin for that morning fix. A fix that would bury all this. 


lm gonna get straight," he say's approaching me. He points his finger in my face. "You better not try to pull 
that shit you did last night." And he leaves me all alone in the lounge. 


Killing The Pain 
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Killing The Pain 
Axl's POV. 


Izzy's words burned into me even a week later. A week of sheer silence from Izzy. He fucking wouldn't even 
look at me. It tortured and fucking haunted me. Izzy was my everything. Izzy was all | ever knew. | wish he 
could truely understand that. He had no idea what this solitude and silence was doing to me. | had depended on 
Izzy for my sanity for so long. 


My life was fucked from the get go. First the dim memories of my real father were of him kidnapping me and 
drugging me. Then he fucking put me on a bed, pulled down my pants, and raped me. | was onlt two fucking 
years old. To this day | have fucked up muscles in my legs due to the rape. Then when my mom showed up to 
get me he fucking beat her and raped her. And | saw it all. And nobody knew any of this but Izzy. Izzy 
understood why | was so conflicted and fucked up. He knew how to accept it and deal with it when no one else 


had the patience to. 


Women just didn't fucking mesh with me. | grew up watching my mom get knocked around, then my sister 
getting fucked by the reverend for almost 20 goddamn years. | thought that was how things were. It distorted 
my views of women. It was like sex was power at the same time left you powerless. Violence and sex seemed 
to go along. | was angry when | fucked chicks. | was rough. | didn't know how to deal with the fucked up shit | 
had seen my whole life. | knew it was wrong, but | didn't know how to do what was right. | didn't have these 
confused feelings with Izzy. 


Erin suffered from my confused distortions. It was actually Izzy she went to the first time | hit her. Even she 
knew Izzy was the only person who could help. It was Izzy who talked to her and explained things without giving 


away the secrets only the two of us knew. But in the end | drove her away. It never even really hurt because 


| had lzzy still. 


l'm sensitive. l'm emotional. Shit upsets me sometimes and if someone looks at me wrong | just beat the shit 
out of them. This reason, other than the recent one, had been the source of any fight Izzy and | had ever had. 
But Izzy knew me and he always overlooked it. No body but Iz ever did that. Then sometimes | just shut down 
and can't deal with anyone. No one but Izzy. Izzy alone can get through to me. He can tame the raging tiger. No 


one but him has ever fucking done that. | need someone like that. 


But Izzy's gone even though he's right here. | fucking hurt. For the first time | feel the loss of someone | love. 
Its really complicating all of my mental instabilities. All that bipolar shit is pulling me in a thousand directions. 
Anger, pain, love, hate, worthlessness, mourning, fear, contempt, loss, and feelings of explosion. | need Izzy so 
bad right now. It's like he's my own personal shrink. But I'm dead to him now. 


Dead. 


| look at a bottle of Valium in my hands. Doctors ideas of how to deal with my raging outbursts. | rarely took 
them. Izzy was the one who always took them to deal with withdrawal when he couldn't score. | let him 
because withdrawal looked like he was dying. | hated seeing him that way. He would moan and cry and beg me 
to help him. Just being at his side and giving him hand fulls of these was all | could do. | would get him a 
bucket, | would wipe the sweat from his forehead and arms and chest. | would hold his hair out of the way 
when he puked. | would change his sheets when he shit all over them. 


These pills seemed to help him in a time of utter agony and despair. Maybe they could help me too. | unscrew 
the lid and pour ten into my hand. This was how many | always gave Izzy. | toss them into my mouth and grab 


a bottle of Jack to wash them down with. 


| wait. And wait. Twenty minutes. Forty minutes. An hour. | still hurt. | still miss Izzy. | still long for him to 


appear and make everything ok. But | know he's not coming. So | take ten more. 


Still waiting an hour later. I'm fucked up but I'm still not like Izzy gets. For once | want to feel like Izzy. | want 
to be a numb hollow zombie. | wish | had smack, but all | have are these pills. 


So | take the rest of the bottle. | haven't a clue how many that is. More than | can swallow at once. But | take 
them all, praying | reach Izzy's world. It's the only way | know how to be close to him right now. | just need to 


feel some sort of connected to him. | can't live without that feeling. 


Hazing in my eyes. The worlds shifting and twitching like a seizure. I'm unable to move. One feat of Izzydom 
accomplished. But | can still think. I'm thinking in circles reliving every momet of the pain My eyes close. The 
last thought | remember was kissing Izzy when he actually kissed me back. At least it was a good memory. 


Reproach 


Author's Notes: 

NEXUS.thank you for that beautiful conversation on the degrees of love. Thank you for showing me a door to 
go through. LALI thank you for sharing your complex life with me and giving me ideas. CHERISHAXL thank you 
for your input on how to spark a fire. FLOWER CAR thankyou for giving me confidence. SLASHGIRL, 
SLUTKISSEDGRRRL, ALTERNATIVE DAZE, THISISOUTOFREACH, and SAND BOX.:thanks guys for hanging in there 
and reading this. 


Reproach 
Izzy's POV 


The show would be starting soon | was standing around playing my guitar. | feel like shit. | need more heroin, 


but after Axl's bullshit I'm too fucking scared to get as high as | would like. 
"Hey Iz," Duff approaches me. 

| look up at him. 

"Axl's locked on the fucking bus again.won't come out" He tells me. 


| roll my eyes and stop playing, "You gotta get someone else to deal with it. l'm just not up to his shit today. 


"Look, | know you two are having some.issues, but you know he won't come out for nobody but you." Duff 
sighs. 


"| don't care," | say picking up my playing where | left off." 

'Izzy..we can't cancel another show. The fans are starting to turn on us because of Axt's bullshit." 

| sigh and stop playing once more. | know Duff is right but Goddamnit | don't want to even look at Axl. | take 
my guitar strap and lift it over my head. | sit my guitar on a stand and slowly walk away. God why did it 
always have to be me. 

This was probably just some scheme of Axl's to get me to fucking talk to him. Or maybe it was to get me 
alone again. Maybe he planned to drug me and rape me. It wasn't exactly a foreign concept to Axl. There was 


no way | wanted to subject myself to some fucked up shit like that. 


| approach the bus and stand there. | stare at the doors wishing to will myself way to Izzyland. But if | don't 


get the jackass on the damn stage a fucking riot will probably break out and I'll be to blame. Son of a bitch. 
Mother fucker. 


| know the bus doors are locked. | walk down the bus and tap on each window identifying myself, praying Axl 
would acknowledge me. But he doesn't. I'm met with nothing but silence. Great he's ignoring me because I've 


been ignoring him. Jackass bastard. 


Eventually I'm left with no choice but to bust the glass on the door and climb through. Fuck it right? So | grab 
the closest thing | see that would do the job, a mic stand. | shatter out the window and scrape the jagged glass 
from the edges. Luckily I'm skin and bones and can slide through. 


At first | don't see any sight of Axl, but the bus can't lock itself from the inside without someone being on it. 
| look back to the lounge. He had to be in there. So | slowly go down the aisle listening for any sound of him. | 
hear absolutely nothing. 

| reach for the doorknob, slowly and quietly turning it. | open it with the same stealth. Inside | see Axl asleep on 
the couch. He seem peaceful. Upon further inspection | see an empty bottle of Jack. Great, he's passed out 
drunk. | really hated fucking with drunk Axl. 

| walk over to him and nudge his arm. "Ax..wake up." 

His only movement is that of me nudging him. | place my hand on his shoulder and give him a good shake. "Axl!" 
As | do this an empty pill bottle fell from his hand and onto the floor. | pick it up. Valium. Holy shit? Did he 
take all of these? | quickly place my ear to his heart. It's beating but there's something like six or seven 


seconds between the beats. 


"Oh fuck Axl.what have you done?" | ask as fear seeps in. | roll him onto his side and shove my finger down 
his throat trying to make him throw up. It's not fucking working. 


Slash enters the bus. He's mad. "Mother fucker you can't keep delaying shows like this it isn’t." he pauses 
seeing me with my finger down Axl's throat and slapping his back. "Holy fuck.what happened." 


"He ate his whole goddamn bottle of Valium!" | say panicked. "I can't fucking get him to puke." 

"Is he still dead?" Slash timidly asks frozen in one spot 

"No.But he's gonna be..you gotta go get help!" 

Im frantic. Suddenly all the feelings of ill will I've had about him in the past week escape me. Now all | can think 


about is my best fucking friend is going to die in my arms. | was mad at him, sure, who wouldn't be in my 


situation, but | didn't want him fucking dead! 


| suddenly felt guilt. | felt shame. | felt regret. | felt the reproach of a nagging blame. | some how figured this 
was all my fucking fault! | shot Axl down and now he tried to kill himself. Jesus Christ, he really must have 
loved me. | really did mean everything to him. | felt like fucking shit. | felt like the devil that Axl's reverend 
stepdad accused me of being. | had fucking killed my best friend, not by my own hand.but here he lay. 


"Ax..please don't you fucking die," | say as tears form in my eyes. I'm still trying my best to get him to puke 
up the pills that may still be half dissolved in his stomach. But | have no clue if it's too late for that. | don't 
know how long it's been since he took them. Dear god what if it's too late? 


"You can't die Ax! Please fucking wake up!" 


It seems like an eternity before paramedics arrive. They quickly push me away and load him onto a gurney. l'm 


right at their heels. When they load him on the ambulance, I'm right there. 


They start hooking leads to him, shoving shit down his throat, putting i IV's, and give him oxygen through a 
hand pumped bag. They don't tell me shit and l'm freaking the hell out with all this not knowing. 


At the hospital they rush me into the emergency room and lead me to some god forsaken waiting room. I'm 


going crazy with worry. 


"Please," | beg looking up, "If anyone is up there.please don't take him..not now..not like this. Please let him be ok. 


I'm sorry. l'm so sorry for what I've done. | sware to god if you spare him l'll.|'ll do anything.please..” 


Trepidation 
Trepidation 
Izzy's POV 


| sit her in Ax's hospital room. Geffen had put the tour on hold. We didn't know for how long. Axl was in a 
fucking coma. The doctor's said he would wake up eventually, but | was skeptical. He had been asleep for so 
long. Five whole days so far. Five fucking days of torture to me. And | hadn't left his side for one minute of it. 


Yesterday a nurse was nice enough to tell me | could shower in their locker room. | guess | was developing an 
offensive odor. Then Duff brought me clothes and checked in on Axl. | hadn't seen Stevie or Slash. | knew they 


were too strung out. I'm a junkie who knows junkies. 


| wasn't sober by any means, but | was just chipping, just enough not to get sick. | was in withdrawals from 
my normal dose but | could maintain some form of normalness. | didn't want to leave Axl's side. | know he 


would do the same for me. His love would make him. My love for him was making me too. 


| look at the solace on his face. So innocent. So peaceful. So tender. His spray on tan still covering his pale skin 
His red hair lays across the pillow all tussled and wispy. He would hate it if someone saw it. There was one 
time he wouldn't do a show because he couldn't get his hair right. He was always strange like that. 


| pick up a comb and start to slowly comb over the hair | can reach. His hair is so straight. It's so straight 
that he only wakes up with bed head if he's used Aquanet. The rest of the time it just fell into place in long 
perfectly straight strands. My hair was weird. Wild Sometimes | had straightened it out. When it was clean it 
looked so frizzy. Dirty it looked kinda cool and went with the times and all the other rock stars. 


My eyes fell on his tattoo of the band as skulls. | was on top, hat and a cigarette dangling from my teeth. | 
wonder if | was at the top of the cross because of the way he felt for me? 


God | felt so fucking bad for doing this to him. Fuck if | would have known he was going to pull this shit | 
wouldn't have hit him. | wouldn't have been so cold. | would still object, but a litle more friendly. | was just so 


shocked when | saw that hickey. | was so mad because he took advantage of me while | was fucked up. 


I'm not even fucking mad now. | wish he would wake up so | could tell him that | wasn't. That | was sorry for 
how | reacted. That | was sorry this was all my fault. That | hated myself for making him do this to himself. 
But he just won't wake up. 


| smirk thinking of the fairy tale of Snow White. A kiss from Prince Charming was all that could wake her. 
Maybe | could be like Prince Charming and awaken him with a kiss. At this point | was willing to try anything. 
I'm sure he would enjoy me thinking some strange shit like this. It twisted and conflicted me. 


As | sat there on the side of his bed looking at him | thought about all he had told me. He said he wasn't gay. 


But he told me he was in love with me. How could he be in love with me and not be gay? 


Sure, don't get me wrong | loved the crazy fucker. He knew everything about me, as | pretty much did him, or 
so | had thought. The recent confession of his couldn't help but leave a lingering question of what else he had 
never told me. But | didn't know how to love him like he were a woman. | WAS NOT GAY. 


But | loved him. | cared how he felt. | cared that | had hurt him. | cared if he lived or died. He was still my 
best friend. But how could | fucking help him? 


A small part of me felt flattered by his profession of such a long, deep buried love. Nobody has ever loved me 
like that. Not family, not chicks. | thought maybe | couldn't be loved, but low and behold.| was. Not at all like | 
imagined. But someone truly loved my fucked up ass. Someone loved me enough to die because | couldn't love 


them back. 
"Ax, I'm so fucking sorry," | whisper moving his hair off his forehead. 


Not one movement. He was so still. So utterly quiet. The whole room was quiet with the exception of the 
machinery in his room. The beige walls were making me stir crazy and want to get loaded. But | don't want Axl 


to wake up to me like that. There's so much | need to tell him. 


| have to make things right again. | have to make Axl see how it has to be. The only way it should be. The only 
way it can be. | can love him all he want's. But | can't give him passionate kisses or fuck him. That's not me. 


Is not my thing, | don't care how much | love him. 


At the same time l'm terrified what the rejection will do to him. What if he tried something like this again? 
What if he succeeded? | couldn't live with that. | didn't at all want to hurt him. | couldn't go through this shit 


every time | hurt him. 


Goddamn you Axl. Why do | always conform to what you need. Why do | always give in to you? Why do | put 
up with the drama and the insanity? Why do | bother sticking around for fights and harsh words and suicide 


attempts? | guess because | love your fucked up ass too. 


Alteration 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks guys for suffering through my first slash fic with me. 


Alteration 
Axl's POV 


Night crept from the darkness that | had been in for what seemed an eternity. Blurs, flashes of color and 
sound. | feel confused and droggy. Where am | anyway? The blurs slowly clear. The light is so bright it sends 
pulses of pain through my eyeballs. It felt like seeing lite for the first time in days after you had been locked 


up in a house doing coke. 


Eventually my eyes adjust. Things are in focus. The throbbing in my eyes subsides. | hear a soft beep beep 
beep noise A television is on the wall. A sign with smiley faces and sad faces that says ‘What's your pain 
level?” Am | at a hospital? 


| look to my arms and sure enough, | see an IV. | follow the tube up to the machine regulating the flow. | see 
my pulse and green wavy lines that show my heartbeat. | see my oxygen level, and my blood pressure. Then | 


remember why I'm here. 


| turn to look the other way. There in a chair next to my bed, sound asleep is Izzy. | wasn't expecting him to 


be here when | opened my eyes. | thought he was avoiding me. | guess me and my Valium scared him. 
He looks like an Angel, asleep in the chair. His face looks just like a painting of Cherubs, flawless and smooth. His 
feet are kicked out with his ankles crossed. His hands are neatly folded together in his lap. He's slumped down 


so his head is rested on the back of the chair. My god he is fucking beautiful. 


| take in a deep breath and it makes me cough. This startles Izzy to. He looks at me and sits up quickly. | can 


see his face soften with relief. 


"You're awake," He sighs deeply, exhausting his relief. He stands up and walks a few steps to my bed side. "l 


was beginning to think you were gonna never wake up." 


Izzy looks really nervous. Nervous like he would get before he would need to split. Like the situation were too 


much for him. But he wasn't leaving. | see him take a swallow, not knowing what to say. 


"H.How long was | out?" | weakly ask. My voice is so fucked. 


"Man..you've been in a coma for two whole weeks." lzzy says. 


l'm a bit taken aback If | slept so long why did | feel so sleepy still? | look to Izzy and | see his eyes flutter 
away. His mouth parts and he speaks so softly. 


"I'm sorry..this is all my fault.isn't it?" 
Are those tears trying to form in his eyes? Izzy very very rarely sheds a tear. Is it for me? Wow. | should 
have overdosed years ago. Did this mean Izzy wasn't mad at me anymore? And he looks kind of sober. He don't 


even smell like whiskey. 


‘| didn't want it to hurt anymore..the way you just shut me out. It fucking hurt Iz Hurt on every fucking 


level." 
"I know," he nods still looking down in shame. "I'm so sorry Ax. | should have handled it differently." 


"It was just your first instinct," | justify it. "I blew your fucking mind. don't blame you..and | don't hold you 
responsible for what | did." 


He glances at me nodding, but | can see he does blame himself. Even though he's the reason and the cause | 


don't blame him. It was all me. | should have never told Izzy how | felt. It fucked up the best relationship with 


another human | had ever had. 

"You threw me for a total loop man. didn't know what the fuck to do or how to handle that shit." 

‘| was wrong for trying to make out with you while you were all out of it" 

"Yeah, you were," he agrees, "But I'm over it?" 

"So we're good then?" | ask unsure. 

"You're my best friend Ax..and I'll always be yours." 

He bends down and hugs me. He smells just like a hospital. 

‘| love you Ax," | hear him say as he squeezes me. | know there's no need to tell him | love him too. 
"How long have you been here Iz? You smell just like a hospital." 

He releases me and looks at me. "I've been right here the whole time." 


Whatl! "Why?" | have to ask 


"| didn't want you to wake up all alone or scared..Fuck man.| was scared..scared that if | left you would die 
without me ever getting to tell you how sorry | was. | wanted that to be the first thing you heard when you 
woke up." 

My dear sweet Izzy. How could | not be completely in love with him? | always mattered to Izzy. He was the 


only one who was ever nice to me. The only one to tell me he loved me. Dear god how | loved him for all of 


that. 
Now | feel him take my hand. "Please promise me you won't do this again Ax." 


I'm shocked he's touching me. He had never done anything like this before. Ok, where's Izzy? This has to be an 
imposter. 


Next he sweeps my hair from my face. "You have no clue how | would have felt if | lost you." 
"How?" | absolutely must know. 


"It would be like a part of me had died." 


Submission 


Author's Notes: 
ok guys..working up to it now..should be interesting 


Submission 

Axl's POV 

Izzy had been so different since my little brush with death. He had basically been my wet nurse. He would 
have been smothering me if | didn't fucking love it so much. It was like old times again, me and Izzy against the 
world. Even his heroin habit has slowed tremendously. | can't even tell after he shoots up now, but | see the 


fresh track marks. If one good thing has seemed to come out of all this, it's that. 


| roll over in my bunk facing Izzy's direction He's awake and looking at me. An angels smile adorns his sweet 


face. A smile for me. One | can't resist returning. 
"Can't sleep?" | drowsily ask him. 

"Just thinking," he softly replies. 

"You wanna share it?" | ask. 


He nods and sits up. he crosses over to my bunk and scoots in with me. Our heads together as always, looking 


up at the bottom of Duffs bunk 


"You remember that time My mom skitzed out on me and locked me out of the house for two days and | had 
to hide out in your closet?" lzzy asks. 


"Mmmmhuh," | mumble. 


"And | heard everything that went on at your house..your mom, you..Amy through the wall begging him to 
stop..." 


He pauses and | wonder where this is all going. Why was he bringing this shit up? "Yeah?" | ask 
"That's when | knew | would always do anything for you." 


The next thing | know Izzy is leaning over me. His eyes are twinkling with the passing street lights. His milky 
skin glowing like a light. With his hand he brushes my hair back. | can't decipher his expression at all. Then he 


lowers his face toward mine. His lips softly brush mine. He presses them to me gently as a rush shoots 


through me. His slender fingers cup my face as he deepens the kiss by letting his tongue enter my mouth. 
Izzy kisses better than any chick | have ever kissed before. He's so slow and tender. | wonder if this is how he 
kisses them too. No wonder they died at his feet. Then Izzy pulls back. Now | recognize this look. Shy and 
bashful. Ah my sweet Izzy. 

"You ok?" | ask him with a raised eyebrow. 

He simply nods and looks at me with a with sweet shy confusion. His eyes are scanning every trace of my 
face. He lens in and kisses me again. | run down my hands down his sides and feel goosebumps form on his 
warm soft skin. There's a slight shiver from him as he continues kissing me, even better than before. 

"What brought all this on?" | ask once his lips have retreated from mine again. 

He traces my jaw with his fingers as his eyes flutter to meet mine. "I got to thinking about what you said..and 
| realized.that.that you really fucking love me..and nobody's ever done that..and | do love you..Almost losing you 


made me think about shit differently.more openly | guess." 


l'm a loss for words. It's a good thing Izzy kisses me again so I'm not expected to say anything. | can't believe 


Izzy is open to the idea of me and him now. | can't believe his is willingly kissing me..and this time he kissed me 


first. 

| snake my hand down his side. My fingertips closer and closer to his dick. Keep in mind Izzy sleeps naked. 
"Mmmm," he pulls away from my lips as he grasps my wrist stopping me. "Ax..this shit is new to me." 
"It is To me too," | answer. 

"But its still a little awkward for me..l need time.let's just take it slow..ok?" 


"As slow as you need," | smile and pull his lips to mine. 


Patience 


Author's Notes: 
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Patience 
Axl's POV 


Over the next several months things remained this way. After every one had gone to sleep the luscious naked 
Izzy would climb into my bunk with me. Such sweet caresses and kisses. However Izzy was still very hands off 
about petting below the waist. | know | have to give him time. | have to accept what he's willing to give at the 


moment. 


Izzy is so fucking gentle about everything. He kisses me like I'm some fragile little china doll. This is new to me. 
l'm used to fevrent rough shit. Sometimes | want to jerk his head back by his hair and bite the soft supple 
skin on his neck. But | refrain. Other times | wanna pin him down and suck his dick But | refrain Restrain. | hold 


it all in. 


Izzy gets me so worked up when he kisses me that | want to reach down and jack myself off. But | know it 
would only scare my shy sweet Izzy. He would put on the brakes at that for sure. Izzy was a difficult egg to 
crack. At least now he was open to the idea of being cracked. | honestly didn't know how long it would take for 
Izzy to be comfortable enough to go further with me. But | was waiting ever so patiently. 


Izzy had a ton of other hangups besides touching or being touched below the waist. He practically ignored me 
when the guys were around. At night on the bus he kept me as quiet as a church mouse so they wouldn't 
hear us. | so wanted to moan out at times. But in Izzy's mind what we were doing was wrong..wrong but felt so 


right. If only the Reverend could see us now..devils indeed. 


Then there were the fucking groupies and our attempts at our hetero facade. Well, my facade. For Izzy it was 
perfectly natural. | wound him up and they finished him off. | was jealous of those sluts. | didn't like to share 
Izzy. And he looked so fucking happy with them. He moved his hands about their bodies with no hangup about 
it. When he was with me he was reduced to being a true virgin again. We both were. We still had so much 
exploration to too, but he was too scared to do it. Even | banged a few sluts to get my rocks off. | imagined all 


the while that they were my sweet Izzy. 


| hope to wear Izzy down soon. The waiting is absolute torture. His kisses are torture. His naked body so close 
to me and so off limits it beyond torture. | want him so bad. He says he wants me too but I'm terribly 


conflicted. 


A soft kiss on my Adam's Apple and Izzy's calloused fingers running down my arms. So loving, so tender, so 
caring. My lips meet his with enough passion to ignite us both. God this feeling was enough to die for. 


| push Izzy down on the pillows and straddle his thighs and suction my lips to his collar bone. It's an odd spot, 
but this appears to be Izzy's spot. That one spot everyone has that turns them into jello. | can hear him 


drawing in a soft breath. 


| trace my fingers down his chest and abs slowly. | allow my kisses to go further south. For now he lets me. | 
draw closer to his bellybutton. | can feel him tense under me. | know he will stop me soon 


"Uh..Ax," | hear him say in a muted whisper. 

| looked up at him. "Please Iz.let me be the one who finishes you off tonight." 
"Lim nervous.'ve never..| mean." 

"Don't forget | haven't either Iz.don't worry if you don't like it I'll stop.." 


"That's not what I'm worried about," He says with furrowed brows, "I'm worried about what comes after | get 


mine.” 

'Iz.if you're not ready | won't make you.just let me do this for you..please." 

Izzy lays his head back and closes his eyes. Ah my fucking green flag. For the first time my hand touches 
Izzy's manhood. It's not hard, but it's not exactly soft either. | wrap my hand around him and bury my mouth 
over him. | just do what it feel's like chicks do to me. 

It must work because Izzy begins growing and hardening in my mouth. Wow, Izzy's dick is bigger than mine. 
He's so scrawny and lanky, who would have guessed it? Certainly not me, | figured he would be simply average 
like myself. No..lzzy had to be working with the better part of 8 thick inches. Shit.now l'm afraid. 

| feel him snake his fingers into my hair on the back of my head. His breathing is deep. Mmmm | do think Izzy 
is enjoying this. While it does nothing for my throbbing dick I'm pleased to bring Izzy the pleasure. Maybe 
getting this out of the way will make him more receptive to more. 

"Ax." he taps my shoulder. 

| briefly stop and look up at him. 

"What?" 


‘lm fucking close..what happens now?" He shyly asks me. 


"You come idiot." 


"No shit.but where? | mean.do you really want my come in your mouth? | have no problem finishing if you 


don't." 

| think a moment. Never really thought about this shit before. Hummm, do | let him nut in my mouth? Do | 
spit? Do | swallow? | know him blowing his load in my mouth would feel better for him. And it was Izzy. | came 
to my conclusion 

"You can come in my mouth bit I'm not swallowing." 

Izzy quickly nods and waits for my mouth. His dick feels even more swollen than before. His hips start moving 
about uncontrollably. one of his hands has a fist full of my hair and the other is bearing down on my shoulder. 
| laugh to myself because it's the ultimate ‘stop..no wait.don't stop’. Ah my Izzy. 

"Ax." he pants. 

| know what that means, any second he will explode into my mouth. First | feel a deep throb them a warm goo 
filling my mouth. Its not so bad really. | can't really taste anything. | glide my mouth up and down until the 


pulsing stops. | lean over and spit into the trash can. 


Izzy has melted to the bunk. An arm lay across his eyes as his chest heaved up and down in the throws of 


the after glow. | lay my head on his chest. 
"You ok lz?" 
"Yeah," he says in a squeak. 


Its the cutest goddamn thing I've ever seen. Izzy's voice goes pubescent after he comes. | fucking loved it. God 


| fucking loved him. My Izzy. 
"See that wasn't so bad was it?" | asked him. 


He just lets out a weak chuckle, unable to form any more words. His after glow is beautiful. The smile on his 


face warms me because | put it there. 


Impatience 
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Impatience 

Axl's POV 

| hear Izzy grunt and slam his palms onto the sides of the bathroom stall, bracing himself as his knees weaken 
He throws his head back with a grunt as she shoots my load in my mouth. Then comes that panting giggle. He 
reaches for his fly and zips it as | spit him out into the toilet. 

"Fuck," he smiles. 

"When are you ever gonna do something for me?" | ask. "You won't even fucking touch me." 

He looks down with a sigh. "Ax. just ain't ready to suck dick yet" 

"Then fuck me." 

His eyes dart to mine then flutter away. "l." 

"What?" | ask him wanting to know what was holding him back. 

"lm afraid to." 

"Why?" 


"Because..every time | think about it all | can fucking think about is..is what your biological father did to you. | 
don't wanna do that to you. | don't want to hurt you." 


Oh my sweet tender caring Izzy. God | loved the way he always thought about me, my welfare. 
‘Izzy | love you. | trust you," | say running my hands down his chest. 
"But I'm gonna hurt you." He says so shyly. 


"No you won't..you would never hurt me Iz" 


"Axl.my dick going up your as is definately gonna hurt" 
| know you will be gentle..slow..considerate. Iknow if | can't do it you'll stop." 
Izzy nods. 


"Then don't be scared. I'm gonna be fine. | want to feel you. | want to feel something more than my mouth on 


your dick." 


| see Izzy's Adam's Apple go up then down swallowing. He know's he had the recieving end of everything. | can 
tell he want's to please me, but he's still too hung up. 


But just then, to my surprise, | feel his shaking hands unbutton my pants ever so slowly like Izzy does 
everything. | watch wondering if this is it. He shoves them off my hips. He looks down, really for the first time 
checking out my dick 


He glances at his hand as | watch him spit in his it. He looks into my eyes, his face completely blank, trying to 

hide from me what he was actually thinking in that complicated brain of his. He hesitantly touches my dick by 

gliding his scratchy guitarist's fingertips down my shaft. He wraps his hand around my dick and starts stroking. 
Naturally it's slowly at first, teasingly. Our eyes meet. 


He timidly smiles, "Its fucking weird jacking off someone else.” 


‘Mmmm you're doing great at it." My breath hastens feelig the tension mount in me. "You're better at it than 
| even am, what are you doing with your thumb? That feels fucking great." 


"My secret," he whispers and kisses my neck. His lips warm and soft just send shivers straight to my dick. | 
am not going to last much longer. There's too much pinned up frustration in me for Izzy. Finally he's releasing 


it. 


"Oh fuck Iz.l'm so close.lt's been so long" | dryly get my words out, my eyes pressed shut concentrating on 


what he was doing to me. 


"Let it go," his velvet voice whispers from my neck as he strokes me faster doing his thumb magic thing all 


the while. The pressure in my nuts mounts as | inch closer and closer to climax. 


"Oh Iz," | barely croak ".l'm.l'm gonna" | can't say another word | haven't the power over my mouth 


" Uuuuugggghhhh," 


My words didn't make it out before | was unloading all over the bathroom stalls wall. Izzy began stroking me 


slowly until the pulsing in my dick stopped. Then Izzy reaches for toilet paper to wipe my come off his hands. 


"That a bit more reciprocating of me?" | hear him ask. | notice a bit of cockiness in his voice. | think he's 


surprised he could make me come. 
I's a start," | pant and fasten up my pants and zip my fly with a huge quenched smile on my face. 
And It was a start. That was the first time Izzy ever touched my dick. Finally he made me come for a change. 


| had given him almost daily blow jobs for months. It was about damn time | got mine. Izzy was loosening up. | 


knew slowly he would go further and further. 


Different 
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Different Strokes 
Izzy's POV 


Its been about four months now since | gave my first hand job to someone other than me. By now I've 
become an expert on the matter, if | do fucking say so myself. I'm not so freaked out anymore about touching 


Axl's dick, but | know he wants more. Like alot more. 


| honestly don't know if | can bring myself to fuck him. That would definately be cashing in my het card. Shit, 
what am | now? This shit with Axl is really confusing. | love him, | do.but kissing and touching..thinking of 
fucking. guess it makes me feel dirty and ashamed. If anybody else knew about me and Ax | think | would 
fucking die. I'm very personal about my personal life. Axl isn't as inhibited as me. He seems perfectly cool with 


this shit, just all fucking for it. Me, it scares the shit out of me. 


So does this mean I'm bisexual now? | really DO NOT see me doing this with anyone but Axl. But man | really 
missed pussy. But Axl was jealous of them. | didn't want him to go into a fit and expose our secret out of 
spite. So | gave him what he wanted. Well, as much as | could bring myself to give. 


And so far thats kissing, caressing, and hand jobs. But fucking hum up the ass??? I've never even done that to 
a girl. Then theres the constant thought in the back of my head about what Axl's father had done to him. | 
didn't want to be anything like that sick fuck. What he did screwed Axl's head up so much. Hell it might be why 
Axl thinks he's in love with me. He is | think I'm pretty sure of it because of his actions. 


But at this point Axl sticking anything near my ass is absolutely out of the fucking question. That's just one 
hang up | do not see me getting over. That's too much for me to even fathom. l'm not at all open to some shit 


like that tonight. No. For me the only way this union between us would only work if no one knew..ever..and if Axl 


plays the bitch. It kinda does suit him. 


| have to give it to Axl though, without him | wouldn't have slowed my heroin use so much. Now l'm just doing 
it to keep from getting sick. | guess there is a part of me that enjoys what me and Axl share. | catch myself 
starting to think of him like he were my fucking girlfriend. 'm even get him fucking gifts. | had him a pair of 
custom Converse shoes made with AXL on the tongue. Geeze Izzy, what next, jewels and fucking engagement 


ring? 


Tonight we are in Seattle, Duffs hometown. We play a few cities that are pretty close so we have a hotel 


here. | know Axl is expecting some privacy between us. | also know he's not gonna be satisfied with just sucking 


my dick and getting a hand job. |' so fucking nervous. 


| just dont want to hurt him. That shit has to fucking hurtlAnd | just keep thinking about his father kidnapping 
him, drugging him and fucking him. Axl was just a two year old toddler, and a grown man, his own flesh and 
blood, shoved a dick up his ass. Now Axl has permanent muscle damage due to the shit. What if | made it 
worse? I'm not trying to brag, but my dick isn't by any means small. l'm fucking terrified | want so bad just to 
numb it all away with my dearest friend heroin But | know tonight means so much to Axl. 


| wanna make him happy, | do, but at what cost?l'm so twisted and confused by this shit and | have no one | 
can turn to. But then | had never turned to anyone but Axl. I'm the type that suffers in silence. That was 


probaly why | had been a drug addict for as far back as | could remember. 


| really hope | cand find it in me to give Axl what he's looking for, but | really have my doubts. Chicks | get. | 
know quite well how to please them. My dick knows just the right spot and the right rhythem. But how the 
fuck do | fuck a man? Is there a spot to aim at? Do | do it slow? Do | go fast? Deep? Shallow? | wish | knew a 


gay dude to ask 


Anyhow.'m off to the hotel, wish me luck. 


Game Face 
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Game Face 

Axis POV 

When | opened the door Izzy was standing there, and god he was so sexy. He wasn't wearing that damn hat of 
his. | always liked him better without one. | loved watching his hair fall in his face. He had a bandanna tied 
around his forehead, his hair carelessly flopping over it. He's in tight leather pants with a black silky button up 


shirt with only the bottom two buttons done. His smooth chest is visible and | wanna kiss it. 


The expression on his face looks like someone just told him he had cancer or something. He's terrified, he's 


confused, most of all nervous. | can see it in the game face he's trying to put on 

"You ok?" | ask letting him in. 

He opens his mouth to speak and instead just nods. He walks in nervously fiddling with his hands. 

"You need a drink Iz?" | ask hoping to loosen him up. 

He nods as his eyes survey the room. | bring him a bottle of whiskey which he quickly uncaps and guzzles. I've 
never seen him so nervous. | wrap my arms around him from behind and begin unbuttoning his shirt. He 


continues drinking. 


"Take it easy on the drink Iz.! dont want you getting whiskey dick" | pause and look at him, "You didn't shoot up 


before you came here..did you." 


"No," he answers softly, "Not since before the show." He turns to face me and glides his fingers across my 
jaw line. He then gives me a long tender soft kiss. 


‘Ive been looking forward to this all day," | gleam. Izzy just gives a fake smile of reassuring consent. 


| take the whiskey from his hand and sit it aside. | pull him too me for a deeper kiss as | fall back onto the bed 


with him on top of me. He slightly smiles a genuine smile and brushes my hair from my eyes. 


"| always loved your eyes," he whispers staring deeply into them. 


Is Izzy trying to romance me? Or is he stalling. | feel him start to raise my shirt over my head. 


"I love how yours are different colors," | smile as he tosses my shirt to the floor. | then feel him fooling with 
the buckle on his belt. | follow suit stripping out of my spandex shorts. 


Naked. Warm flesh on warm flesh. | take in his aroma | love so much as he gives me sweet kisses all over my 


neck. | feel his hands shake. "Are you withdrawaling?" | ask 

"No Ax.l'm just nervous. | feel like a scared virgin" He barely speaks. 

"IFs ok Iz.'m nervous too. Everything's gonna be ok," | say reassuringly. 

Izzy lays his head on my chest with a sigh. "Ax.l'm having trouble even getting it up." 
"Just relax," | say soothingly, "You'll get into it" 

Izzy looks up at me into my eyes. "l'm really fucking nervous Ax." 


| kiss him. We make out until | feel his stiffness against my thigh. | know physically, he's ready. "I want you so 
bad Iz." 


He looks at me with a nervous nod. "What do we do now?" 
| spit on my hand and reach down and rub it over Izzy's dick Izzy watches attentively as | do. | spread my legs 
wide and pull up my knees. Izzy looks down, staring in silence for a long moment. | can literally see the thoughts 


swirling in his headHe's nipping at his lower lip shyly. He's so cute. 


He leans up on his knees and takes his dick in his hand and moves closer to me. He glances back up at me. "Ax..! 


don't want to hurt you..l'm..” 
'Iz.1 love you and | want you. It won't hurt long. | can take it. Just do it already." 


He looks back down and slides the head of his dick over my spread ass. He's so nervous. Then | feel a little 
pressure. Then with burning and throbbing pain | feel the head go in and | wince. 


"Are you ok?" He asks stopping instantly. "Does it hurt? Do you want me to stop?" He asks as his brows 


furrow at me in concern. 


My kind Izzy, can't you see why | love him? 
He was so scared and timid. But he wasn't rubbubg away. He wasn't jamming on the breaks. He was giving in. 


Giving in to me: 


"Just go slow," | wince from underneath him. 
'Iz.Its ok, | want you." 


Izzy's eyes meet with mine and he sse's me. He hives me a deep kiss and slowly inches himself into me. It 


hurts, Izzy is hung, but | find an appealing sick pleasure in pain. Sometimes hand in hand. 


"H.How do you..uh, like how do yow want it?" He ask's studying my eyes. Those had to be hard for his shy 


nature to ask. 

"I want you to show me how you feel Iz.show me what | mean. Make love o me as if you love me." 

Izzy starts with slow torturous grinds, It doesn't take long before it's no longer painful to me. | find myself 
enjoing Izzy alternates betweeb slow slides and fast short strokes. He feels so fucking good. He keeps his hands 


on me the whole time and his lips for the better part of it. 


He asks if I'm ok every time | moan. He asks me if he should stop. He asks if he should move slower. He asks 


how he's doing. Is he doing it right? Am | liking it. 
‘lm fine Iz," finally blurt out, "Would you shut up and just fuck me?" 


So Izzy began to loosen up and let his passion free. Izzy is very passionate. He's a soft sweet considerate lover. 


Eventually | feel his hand stroking my hard dick while he fucks me. Ah my sweet considerate Izzy. 


It took Izzy much longer to come than it did me. We both know that's because of the heroin and whiskey. But 
when Izzy come his eys looked over my face. He bent down and gave me a tender kiss. Then we fell asleep 


intertwined like a pretzel. 


Waking 


Author's Notes: 
ok there was your sex scere, lets see where i take you now 


Waking 

Izzy's POV 

| awoke sometime in the night. Axl's red hair was splashed across my stomach in long perfectly straight 
strands. | feel that unsteady feeling creeping over me as it does every day. Its time for a fix before | start to 
get sick. 

| gently nudge him, "Ax. gotta piss." 

He grumbles a bit and rolls over. He knows what's up. When he rolls over | see blood where he had been laying. 
"Axl! You're bleeding!” 

‘It was my first time Iz," he mumbles. 

"Ax.this is a lot of blood. Did | hurt you?" | ask uneasy at the sight of all the blood. 

"Well yeah it hurt lz, but l'm fine," he yawns. 

"Man this blood isn't dry, it's fresh." By this point I'm freaking out. Thoughts of his dad came to my mind. Last 
night technically wasn't his first time. What had | done to him? Did | break something? "I don't think this is 


normal man.think you should get looked at.” 


Axl looks at me over his shoulder, "Yeah Iz I'm gonna say my big dicked boyfriend fucked me for the first 


time.l'm fine Iz," he rolls over to go back to sleep. 


| get up and quietly slide my works from my boot and go into the bathroom. | lock the door and lay out my 


supplied across the counter, my spoon, cotton, needle, my fold of heroin, my trusty Zippo, and my lemon juice. 
| glance up at my reflection in the mirror. Physically | look better these days. But All | see in that mirror is a 
man who fucked his best friend Bloody. Why didn't Axl just ask me to stop. | would have. | didn't mean to hurt 
him. | hadn't wanted to hurt him. | feel like shit for it. 


| know Axl says he's fine, but | know Axl. He's in pain. He just doesn't want me to know because he knows | 


would never fuck him again. At least not for a while. As I'm looking at me in the mirror | feel shame. I'm a 


different man now. | look different. 

| pour some heroin in the spoon and drops some lemon juice on it. | mix it with a coke spoon and gently lift it 
up, strike my Zippo and wait for it to boil. Slowly | sit it down, toss some cotton on it and reach for the needle. 
| draw up my golden bliss. I'ts not my dose just to get straight. It's a dose to get me fucking high. 

| sit on the toilet and Wrap belt around my arm. | pick up the needle from the counter and spike a vein | 
wanna nod out as I'm banging it. But | can't let Ax find me out with a needle still in my arm. So | fight to make 
the plunger reach the end. | pull it out and it tumbles from my fingers to the floor. My teeth release my belt. 
My eyes heavy, close and | slump into the wall. 

| could have been here a while, I'm unsure. But Axl is waking me and he looks pretty fucking pissed. 

"Iz what the fuck? You were doing so good.why?" 

| can only shrug. Or at least | think I'm managing to. | slide the belt from my arm. 

"I hurt you," | mumble. 

‘Iz, | told you I'm fine," he says kneeling before me. 

"| fucked my best friend" | say thoughtlessly. 

"What do you regret it?" He asks me strangely. 

| have no answer for him. | struggle to stand and stumble past him back into the bedroom. 

Iz," he follows me. 

| grab my pants and fight to get them on. 


"What are you doing?" Axl asks. 


"I gotta get out of here Ax.l'm sorry," | say grabbing the rest of my things from the room with Axl at my 
heels asking why. 


| return to the bathroom and get my works. 
"lz please don't go like this," he begs. 


"| gotta split man," | sigh and leave out his door. | needed to be alone to sort this shit out and enjoy my high. 


Answer Me 


Author's Notes: 
hang in with me and izzys hangups..there will be a great ending 


Answer me 

Axis POV 

| slide on a hotel robe and follow after izzy's heroin shuffle down the hall. 
‘lz don't go," | call out catching up. 


"Ax | just need some time..all that blood." he sighs and stares at the floor. "Why the fuck didn't you stop me’ 


you know | would have" 

"Because it was you.my Izzy. Don't you get how long I've waited for last night? | love you" 
"How can you love me after that. | did the same thing Wiliam Rose did to you 

Izzy's high words slur at me. He hasn't been this wasted in months 

"You regret being with me.don't you" | ask seeing regret all over him. 


He reaches out and hugs me. "Axl I'm so sorry." His lips trail kisses down my neck. "I didn't mean to hurt you 


Ax 

"Iz lm fine. just come back to the room, please 

Izzy looks away a moment. "I wanna make it up to you for hurting you," his hand feels my dick under the robe 
"Well if you just feel the need" | shrug with a smile. 

Izzy nods and we go back to the room 

| sit at the end of the bed wondering what Izzy has in mind, fucking is the least thing on my mind really. My 
ass does hurt. | think | need a little recoperation | watch Izzy drop to his knees in between my thighs. His 


hands open my robe, exposing me. 


| watch him lower his head and soon his mouth is on my cock Wow! Izzy is actually gonna suck my dick? He 


grabs my shaft in one hand and cups my nuts with his other. His tounge softly swirls the head of my dick 
"Is this ok?" he timidly asks in a smacked out voice. 


| can only manage a nod as he goes back to work. Izzy's quite gifted at giving head. But the it stops. Izzy has 
blacked out from the heroin. 


"Um..l2?" | nudge him. He quickly goes back to work. 


He even lets me come in his mouth. He spits and sputters it like bad rotten milk, but Izzy finally gave me a 


blowjob for a change. 
"Stay," | softly say stroking a drop of come from his chin. "Don't leave me just yet" 


Izzy rises from his knees and nods. "Sure Ax..anything you want. I'm sorry | shot up and bailed," he mumbles 


softly rising to his feet. just all that blood..William Rose..l..l.." 
"Got freaked out and ran away?" | ask, yeah | know the Izzy shuffle quite well. 
"Ax.l'm sorry.really.| just overload sometime and have to shut down" 


'Iz.nobody knows me better than you," | smile and hug his midsection. "I'm not mad..and I'm really glad you 


came back. | didn't wanna sleep without you." 

He looks down and nods. Shame is written all over him. 

“There's more to all this aint thee?" | ask giving him a skeptical look 

His eyes flutter past me as he gives another shameful nod. 

"Tell me," | whisper. 

Izzy just stands there staring at his shoes. Finally he utters the word, "pussy." 

Now its my eyes that are fluttering away. "You still want to fuck girls?" 

Izzy sighs with a long pause and sits at the edge of the bed next to me. "Axl. always told you | wasn't gay. 
Yes..| made love to you, and it was great.but it wasn't like a girl. | don't think | can never not fuck a woman 
again.But | don't wanna hurt you at the same time because | do love you. You're a part of me, You're in my 
blood.but.tf people knew about what we've been doing..you know it would rain a shit storm. We would be ‘that 


fag band." 


"Fuck them Iz.they called us that junkie band a year ago.look at us now..The fans dig the music?" 


He glances at me, “Think they'll go for it when they hear their singer takes it up the ass from the guitarist?" 
"God lzzy.some of your favorite bands were fucking fags and going strong. Mick Jagger, Bowie, Mercury." 
"Ax. just can't take that shit. | don't want my love life out there for people to pick apart! 

"So what are you saying? You want me to be your dirty little fucking secret?!" | fume. 

"And me yours," he nods. "You gotta fuck chicks man. We gotta for the band" 

A long eternal silence fills the air. You cant even hear us breathing 


“Ax..you know I'm right. I'm not saying we gotta stop. | love being with you..but we have an image to uphold.we 
have..." 


"Pretenses," | cut him off. 
"Yeah," he nods. 


| see is point, but it fucking hurts. 


Endearment 


Author's Notes: 
| know | know..believe me there's a direction for this. know it's back and forth. | know Izzy is getting on your 


nerves. just have faith ad believe in me, Have | let ya down yet? 


Endearment 
Axl's POV 


So | dealt with Izzy's lingering desire for whores for a real long time. So long that I've lost track of time. It was 
torture and killed a part of my soul with each set of their lips he touched. 


| tried to save face and do the same, but | tortured those poor girls. | did sick and degrading things to them. | 
took my frustrations out on them. | hated them because they weren't Izzy. 


But Izzy seemed to be having a grand time of things. He got to have his cake and eat it too. | wanted to hate 
him. | wanted to fall out of love with him. But he had bedazzled my heart years ago. There had never been 
anyone but Izzy who | loved. | don't think there ever could be. | was hopelessly smitten to the dumb jackass. 


Then last night Izzy staggers into my room at 3 am dragging some bitch who's he's shot up with. She's 
basically fucking comatose. | for a moment think he's going to subject me to watching him fuck her. No. Nope 
this is Izzy's idea of a fucking gift.a good time for us both. He assured me she wouldn't remember shit in the 


morning. 


So we fucked her together. Izzy would switch out from fucking me to fucking her to fucking me while | was 
fucking her. We were at it till dawn. Izzy then, in his perfectly polite way got rid of the girl and we fell asleep, 
face to face with Izzy gently kissing my nose and smiling. He seemed so happy | faked being happy too. 


My eyes open and | hear Izzy's heart beating under my ear. It beats like a beautiful song that will forever be 
stuck in my head. | can feel Izzy's hand resting on my hip. | can see his other with a strand of my hair twirled 


around his index finger. 


| gently lift my head knowing that if | wake him he will just get all weird and run. | don't want him to go. Not 
just yet. | wanted to look at him just a while longer. He truly was the most beautiful thing | had ever lay eyes 


on, inside and out. 


Izzy was kind hearted. Izzy listened to peoples problems and patiently talked them through their tough times. 
He could always keep your secrets. Nor did he ever use information against you. It just was not in his nature 


to be cruel. 


Izzy also had the musical ability to amend his playing style to compliment whoever he played with. Izzy could 
hear entire songs in his head. For the rest of us we just heard how our parts should sound. Iz gave us a 
rhythem, a beat. Izzy was the single greatest asset to this band. 

Izzy was always coming off as so quiet, but he was quiet because he was observant. Izzy didn't miss much. 
Izzy could watch someone from across a room for fifteen minutes. Then he could walk up to them like he had 
known them forever. | always admired how Izzy could do that. 

Why couldn't he do that with me? Why couldn't he see what he was doing to me? He was all | fucking wanted. | 
didn't want to share him. But at the same time | couldn't risk losing him. Izzy was the air that | breathed. Izzy 
was the beat that pumped the blood through my body. He was the electrical impulses that controlled my brain 
He was absolutely everything to me..Why wasn't | that for him? Why didn't he feel the same? 

About that time Izzy awoke with a stretch and a big smile as his eyes fell on me. 

"Last night was fucking incredible," his raspy voice mumbles. 


| only smile. 


"We definately gotta do that again," he says reaching for a cigarette. He lights it and glances at his watch. "| 
better get going," he says sitting up. 


"Yeah," | nod. 

He stands up and gets dressed quickly. 

He leans over and gives me a quick kiss, "See ya tonight." 

| better," | give a fake smile and watch as he walks out my door. 


When the door shut | knew it was just the sound of the door hitting the frame, but | could have sworn it was 
the sound of my heart shattering. It felt like it did. 


Suffering Silence 


Author's Notes: 
Ok for all you who think my Izzy is being a dick, that side you want to see in looming in the next few chapters. 


Suffering Silence 
Izzy's POV 


| know Axl just as well as | know myself. Something's off with him. Something is troubling him. But unlike any 
time before he's not telling me. He bald face lying when | ask him if he's ok. Axl's never kept secrets from me 


before. Why does he seem to be now. 


When we make love there's a distance in his eyes like he's not even there. The passion he kissed me with has 


dulled to what seems like boredom. When | leave his bunk or his hotel room he looks as if he could cry. 


The last time | brought a chick to bed he fucking ran into the bathroom crying. | have no clue what got into 
him. | ditched the chick and spent and hour sitting outside the bathroom door trying to get him to talk to me. 
It was the first time he simply wouldn't. 


When he came out finally he just looked down to me with a sarcastic tone, "You better get going.’ 
So | left. | shouldn't have fucking left. | should have stayed and gotten to the bottom of things. However 


growing case of being dope sick left me with no choice. | had to get straight if | was going to be of any use to 
the band tonight. 


But that night Axl threw one of his fits where he locked himself in his dressing room. Naturally when all else 
had failed to bring him out they sent for me. Good old dependable Izzy, Axl expert extraordinaire. 


But tonight my expertise doesn't seem to be working. It took me the better par of two hours at a door for 
him to finally tell me to fuck off. Naturally | didn't. | stayed right there trying to be the hero of the fucking 
day. 

Then it dawned on me..maybe | was the problem. | banged my fist on the door. 


"Axl! What the fuck did | do?" 


Then the door bursts open. Axl grabs me by the shirt and forcefully pulls me inside as he slams the door 
shut. 


"l'm fucking tired of being your fucking fuck hole whenever you feel like it! I'm tired of being second to fucking 
whores! | want you to tell the world that you're mine and I'm yours. | don't want girls.other guys.| just want 


you..my | zzy" 


So this is the fucking problem? Axl wants to be in some sort of a real relationship with me? Fucking holding 


hands, matching gold watches and a fucking Palmaranian? 
"Have you fucking lost it man?" | ask. 


"Yeah Iz.| have.l've lost a lot for you! Why don't we start with the Reverend's beatings when you got me high. 
Then let's remember how you introduced me to every goddamn drug | ever didl | let you fuck me in the ass! 
You've come in my face and my mouth! You keep me a big fucking secret! You push me away any time you 
want pussy! If you really loved me none of that would be like that! So come on Izzy! Just tell me what the 


fuck you want from me?" 


| glance back and | see everyone standing in the doorway with gaped jaws. Holy fucking shit! Goddamnit Axl. Now 
everyone fucking knows! By morning it would be in the motherfucking tabloids. "GNR singer and guitarist 
fucking." 


It fucking kills me to see the looks on the guys faces. Slash is in a state of total shock. We had shared a chick 
one time and | had nutted on his leg. Now he's wondering to himself If he had turned me on. The answer is 


fuck no! 


Stevie looks at me like this is the best soap opera he has ever seen He's anxiously waiting on pins and needles 


for more. Im his fucking entertainment for the moment. Fuck this is bad! 


| can see a questioning look on Duff's face. | can see him thinking to himself how long this had been going on. At 
the same time | see him accepting it, as if he's imagined us together before. Jesus Christ.let me die right 
fucking now! 


| look at Axl. If only just this once looks could kill. Axl Rose would be fucking dead. This is too much for me. Too 


much to deal with. | wasn't ready to face this shit. | had to run away. | always ran away. 


Just like Axl said as | turned and stormed off. "That's it Iz.do what you fucking do best.run and hide! Do me a 


favor and fucking overdose!" 


| should have said something..punched him..something. But | just ran. How could | ever face any of them ever 


again? 


Nobody Could Disappear Like Izzy 


Author's Notes: 
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Nobody Could Disappear Like Izzy 
Slash's POV 


Man. | was fucking used to Axl's prissy ass being the cause of delayed shows, but Izzy? Izzy was usually the 
first one ready to get on the stage. But | guess Axl calling him out embarrassed him so bad he had to 
disappear. And believe me, no one could vanish better than Izzy Fucking Stradlin! 


Izzy is the kind of dude that would be perfectly content to hitch hike across America with a stick and a bag 
tied to it. Izzy loved being a drifter. He was born too late. He was such a fucking hippie. 


But Izzy was the most private guy | had ever met. He didn't brag about his conquests the way we all did. Izzy 
told us as little about himself as he could. He was always so secretive and private. Anything | actually knew 
about Izzy was learned through Axl getting mad at him and yelling out things. 


But Izzy was the only one of us who had the guts to go toe to toe with Axl. He never let Axl's little temper 
tantrums go on. He fucking stopped them at any cost. Izzy was the only person | had ever seen punch Axl 


Rose. Ironic. 


| guess this recent news explained why. So Izzy and Axl were fucking. Now that | think about it | should have 
guessed it all along. They put off that vibe at times. They always told one another they loved each other..but | 


never suspected it was like that. 


Izzy and | had fucked the same chick before. Izzy didn't get fresh with me at all. He didn't look at me. How 
could he not check me out just a little if he was into guys too? God i would have never guessed those two as 


Bi. They had both had so much pussy. 


So now we're all out trying to find out runaway. | don't even have a clue where to look. | know Izzy's gonna be 


somewhere dark and quiet. | know he's going to be alone, Izzy likes his solitude. 

| smile at myself thinking of the two of them together. | can't help wonder which one pitches and which one 
catches. Axl as to be the bitch. Axl was a fucking bitch. | could see Izzy fucking him, but | just couldn't imagine 
Izzy taking it up the ass. 


| wonder how long this thing of theirs has been going on? How could | not suspect anything. We were always in 


such close proximity of one another. Wow! Axl and Izzy were fucking. This was just blowing my fucking mind. 


| wandered around looking for a man who was a living shadow, | knew | would never find him, but for hours | 
searched. | guess it's safe to say they've called the show off now. I'm not entirely disappointed. | didn't really 
feel like fucking playing tonight anyway. 


"Izzy!" | call out into the darkness. 


| know he won't answer even if he does here me. Izzy's not going to be found until Izzy's ready to fucking be 


found. That's just fucking Izzy. He will turn up eventually. Most likely drunk and smacked out, but he would turn 
up. 


So | made my way back to the bus to do a little smack of my own. Seemed like a perfect time. | had nothing to 
do but wait anyway. Fuck being sober for itAnd fuck dealing with Axl. 


Ex-Drug Dealing Junkie 


Author's Notes: 
So guys..happily ever after seems pretty impossible huh? Don't give up hope yet. 


Ex-Drug Dealing Junkie 
Duff's POV 


While I'm sitting here thinking, ‘Wow who would have thought it, | realize it was always in the back of my mind. 
From the moment | met them both they had been joined at the hip. They were always like a team when it 
came to everything. If Izzy had a girl he would live with her. If he didn't he would crash with Axl, unless Axl 


had one. 


The two of them had always been so close but so so very fucking different. Izzy was laid back and Axl was 
high strung. Izzy was a junkie and Axl had always been pretty straight. Izzy liked things that were different 
and Axl liked to go with the times. 


So it's been three days since Izzy went gypsy on us. Who knew where the fuck he was. Izzy was an ex-dope 
dealer, he wasn't afraid of the streets. He wasn't too proud to take opportune moments. Izzy had better street 


smarts than any of us, and we had all been night crawling street kids at one point. 


But none of us had ever been a dope dealer. Only Izzy had the balls to do that in the slums of LA. It wasn't 


for the weak or the faint of heart. It wasn't for the careless. It wasn't just for anyone. 


| remember the night | first saw Izzy. He was in a phone booth conducting business. Everything about him told 
me he was a dealer. Dresses in black, long trench coat, a hat, and eyes that scanned everything but met with 


no one. | also saw the outline of a gun in the waist of his pants. Wasn't hard to see he was a dealer. 
Then he spoke to me, "Hey you play bass?" 


Izzy had such a friendly voice, so not what | was expecting from a drug dealer. | expected him to be more 


hardened. He never came off as all hard acting.That doesn't mean he couldn't be. 


| had seen more than my fair share of Izzy acting hard with Axl. He was the only one who could. I'm not 
saying l'm scared of Axl, but | prefer to just avoid his mood swings. Izzy's the only one who ever does deal 


with him. | guess now | understood why. 


| really had no clue they were fucking. That morning when Izzy woke Axl up bitching bout a hickey was really 
my first hint. But really, the two of them together made perfect sense. The actually were perfect for each 


other, even though they were both dudes. 


But Izzy doesn't share alot of info with people. Him fucking Axl was definately not something he would share. He 


ran off because his secret was out. And believe me..no one was gonna find him. 


Izzy could disappear like a puff of smoke. Izzy could live on the streets for months if he wanted to. He wasn't 
above eating out of garbage cans or sleeping in ally's. Hummm, | wonder if Izzy still carries a gun? | know he 
has a knife at least. But I'm honestly not worried about Izzy. | know Izzy's gonna be just fine. Axl on the other 
hand.. 


Axl was a fucking wreck. He went from one manic outburst to a depressive weepy state ever hour. He shit 
talked Izzy out of spite. He blurted out far more details than | wanted to know. | didn't care how big Izzy's dick 


was. | didn't wanna hear about how Izzy likes to fuck him while he's fucking a girl. Really bro, too much info. 


| hope Izzy comes back soon Geffen is fucking pissed. They expected this sort of shit out of Axl, we all did. But 
this coming from Izzy made it different. We all knew Izzy wasn't coming back until he was ready to face facts. 
We also knew Izzy never rushed to deal with shit. 


| knew Izzy was out there somewhere, probably right under our fucking noses, smacked out of his mind. His 
habit had been pretty maintained for a while now, but something like this was enough to make anyone fall off 


the fucking wagon again. Plus | noticed one of my Vodka bottles was missing. I'm assuming Izzy took it. 


He would turn up..eventually. 


Estranged 


Author's Notes: 
hummm do we love iz or do we hate him? 


Estranged 
Mirriam Webster's definition of estranged.. 
to cause someone to no longer be involved or connected or friendly or close to another person in a group. 


Axis POV 


| fucked up. | fucked up big time. | told everyone what Izzy and | did when we were alone. | knew shit like that 


would drive him away. | didn't want to drive him away, | just wanted to open his fucking eyes. 


Izzy just didn't understand my love for him. He didn't seem to notice how hurt | was when he brought girls 
into the mix. | only wanted Izzy. | had always only wanted Izzy. He had been my first tingle of pubescent desire. 


He had been my first thought during masterbation. Izzy was all | knew..all | ever wanted to know. 


| had hoped Izzy would change once he knew how much | fucking loved him. He had changed, but | can't help but 
think it was only to pacify me and string me along. | don't think Izzy's love for me had evolved into what mine 


was for him. 


Maybe Izzy was just too straight. When we were together | could see the shame and regret he tried so 
fucking hard to hide. | noticed the way he couldn't get away from me fast enough some times. 


But after my overdose and Izzy leaned over me for a kiss.| saw a glimmer in his eyes that had never been 
there before. He looked terrified of losing me. Was all of this just to keep me from landing myself in another 


coma? 


Geffen was sending us home today because Izzy was MIA. It had been a week now. Who knows if Izzy is stil 
here or if he has already gone on to some other place. Izzy could go wherever he fucking wanted and this was 
an awfully big damn planet. 


My gut told me Izzy was in the desert somewhere. It was his place of zen. He was probably searching for 
peyote and communing with fucking Jim Morrison or some shit. Then again he could be smacked out in some 


dope den somewhere. Wherever he was, you can bet your ass he wasn't sober. 


| was angry with him. | was worried about him. | wanted to punch him. | wanted to hold him. | wanted to be 


with him. | wanted to run and hide away from him as soon as he turned up. | missed him. | wanted him. | 
needed him. | couldn't breathe without him. My blood just lingered in me without a heartbeat. Izzy took it with 
him. My brain isn't right, it's incomplete. Izzy has the better half of it with him. l'm lost without him. 


| cry. | scream. | destroy everything in my path. | hold things that remind me of Izzy, then | break them. | fall 
to my knees praying to a god that has forsaken me. A god | had forsaken | didn't know how to go on | didn't 
know how to wait. | didn't know how to let him go. | didn't know how to keep him. 


And all my selfish needs aside, what did Izzy need? | hadn't given enough thought to that. Obviously Izzy needed 
women, Obviously that was just how he was wired. Maybe | was the dick who was having Izzy out out of his 
own will just so | would be happy? What would it take to make Izzy happy? | wished it could be me, but now 
I'm not so sure. 


| wish Izzy would just show up and give me answers. | wish my enigma would become decoded. Izzy where the 
hell are you? Are you ok? Do you miss me like | miss you? Are you ever coming back? And if you do..are you 
coming back to me? 


The Ghost 


Author's Notes: 
so.are we still seeing Izzy as the bad guy? 


The Ghost 
Izzy's POV 


Needle pricks line my veins. Each one intended to help me simply escape from a reality | didn't want to face. 


One | didn't know how to face. One | had no answer for. Was there even a goddamn answer to be had? 


| had never been in a church a day in my life. | take that back, me and Axl broke into his church and stole 
some shit so | could re-up my weed supply once. But anyhow, I'm not religious. | think it's all sort of bullshit: 
Yet I'm clinging to morals | shouldn't even fucking have. Shit that's just drilled into you from birth. Shit like gay 


is wrong. 


| know I'm not gay, and no matter how hard | try i can't stop checking out chicks and being turned on by them. 


That's not what Axl wants or needs. Axl just wants me. He doesn't want to share me. 


| stare out at a red and orange sky and the sun setting behind a desert mountain. I'm in Big Bend in Texas. It's 
breathtaking here. It's remote. It's desolate. It's perfect for me. No people. No hassles. No questions, No 
demands, No Nothing, just me And gods beautiful outdoors. 


But almost every damn thing | see makes me think of Axl. The sunset is the color of his hair in the sun. The 
cactus are the color of his eyes. The mountain tops in the distance are the color of his alabaster skin without 


his spray on tan. 


Axl has given me the only things in life | ever truly craved and needed. Axl gave me the love my family 
deprived me of. Axl kept me going even when | naively thought it was me who was keeping him going. Axl 


always took me at face value. he accepted the things no one else could, like my drug problem. 


| thought | would fall in love with some girl some day, but it hadn't happened yet. Girls just couldn't accept me 
for me. They always wanted to change me. | hate someone trying to change me. Axl truely accepted me. He 


truly loved me. 


And | did love him. My dick wouldn't get hard if | really didn't want him on some subconscious level..right? | 
didn't feel so awkward with him anymore. | loved kissing him, | felt his want. When | made love to him | felt his 


need for me. When | made him come | could see that dream of forever in his eyes. 


| knew | had to eventually bite the bullet and return to the guys. | didn’t even know where | fucking left them. | 
didn't know if Geffen had replaced me or canceled shown. | honestly could give a fuck. | had bigger problems. 


Axl had to be going crazy bout me running away. | wondered if he hated me? Could we get past this? Could he 
forgive me? Even if he could, where would that leave us? | was tired of hurting him. Hurting him was all | was 


good for. | wanted him to have the happiness life had deprived him of so long. 


| fiddle with a necklace dangling from my neck. It was One lone black Obsidian bead. It was supposed to instill 


power. Axl had given it to me years ago. God Ax | don't wanna hurt you. 


In my heart i know there will only ever be one Billy Bailey, one Axl Rose, and he was mine for the taking. But 
was Jeff Isbell or Izzy Stradlin really what he needed? Could | ever bring him the love he had me? 


There was only one way to find out. | had to face him. | had to look into his green eyes and really talk to him. 
We had to figure out where we stood. What we wanted and needed. Whether or not it would work or was even 


worth trying to work at. 


| think a part of me was starting to see that love was love, colorblind, sexless, infinite. Someone actually loved 
me like that. and | think the only person | might could love the same is Axl. Wow its amazing the epiphanies 


that come to you in seclusion and quiet. 


Yeah. | had to face Axl. We had to talk But where was he? | guess | should call up one of the guys..if | can find 


a phone here i no mas land. It's been a week. It's time to stop dragging my ass and get this shit solved. 


The Drifter 


Author's Notes: 
here's the talk.the deciding factor. 


The Drifter 
Axl's POV 


My doorbell rang. | got up off my littered sofa and kicked shit out of my way into a trail across he floor to 
the front door. Exasperated | open the door. My bloodshot eyes look up to see Izzy standing there. 


He is holding his stomach. His eyes are black around them. His slender face is showing bones. His skin looks 


transparent and green. His skin shines with sweat. He's been on one hell of a binge. i can tell. 
"Wasn't expecting to see you," | say. 

One of his hands grips the door frame for support. "Can | come in?" He meekly asks. 

"If you can make it," i open the door wide and let him in 


He weakly enters grabbing things for support. "Did you do all this AX?" He asks seeing the destruction of my 


house. 
"Ummm. Yeah, | guess so." 

Izzy falls onto my couch 

"Need a bucket?" | ask? 

He nods. He was going through withdrawal pretty hard. | fetched a bucket and sat it next to him. 


"So what is there to talk about Iz? You running of pretty much go your point across." | sit in the love seat 


across from him. 
"Axl. know i hurt you. | know I've fucked shit up so much. " He sniffles and wipes his runny nose. 
| get up and get him some toilet paper. | hand it to him and notice how bad his hands are fucking shaking. 


"You look really bad Iz," | note. 


"You should see shit from my side," he smirk and blows his nose. 

"So what is it Iz?" | impatiently ask sitting back down. 

"Ax lm sorry. | should have stayed and dealt with the shit. | shouldn't have gave a fuck what anybody thought. 
That's not me. Its just.! thought pussy was all there was.! know that's not the case now. | know love doesn't 
just have to be between a man and a woman. " 

"And what brought you to these epiphanies?" | ask. 

"Being out in Big Bend, Texas." 

"So what are you saying lz?" 

‘lm saying love is boundless, endless, uncaring, and accepting. You accept me Ax. You always have. You've never 
tried to change me in any way..you opened the doors but you didn't drag me through them. you were so 
patient with me when | was being such a homophobe. You love me Ax. You love me like I've always wanted to 
be loved." 


"And?" 


"And | love you the same," lzzy nods. "You mean more to me than anyone ever has. | never thought about the 


sex.but once | gave it a shot it wasn't so bad. I've never felt more loved than | do with you." 

"What about girls?" | ask. 

"They were just a habit that was acceptable. No i know that what we have is acceptable too. Axl.lim in love 
with you too. You're the only person | fucking know how to love." He glances to his hands, "If i wasn't so sick | 
would show you how much l'm willing to love you." He looks back up at me, "and Ax..this is it, m doe with junk. 


l'm going cold turkey. Its been about four days now." 


‘Iz that's so great," | smile hoping he means it this time. "So are you saying you want to have a relationship? 


A real one?" 


He nods, "Exclusively..and | don't fucking care who knows. | just want that loving look in your eyes back. | miss 


your touch. | miss the way you love me." 
‘Iz. hope you really mean this. My heart can't take anymore pain" 
"No more pain Axl.! promise. Just give me a chance to show you. I'll be better in a few days." 


"Ok," | nod, “But if it don't work..you and me will always be friends." 


‘Its gonna work Axl..you'll seel'm ready now. Before | was really confused" 
"And you're not now? 


"No..my head is clearer than it's been in years Ax. l'm seriously in love with you. Its real. | know it is.” 


Detoxed 


Author's Notes: 
Izzy opens up to Axl 


Detoxed 

Izzy's POV 

| stayed at Axl's till i detoxed. | felt kind of human again. Axl was right by my side the whole time. He kept me 
from leaving when i was blinded by that burning desire for just one more fix. Axl was there for me during one 


of the worst times in my life. 


For days | could barely move. Axl would bathe me and make me shakes to drink. Then he cut me loose in his 


weight room. We basked in the sunlight of hid Malibu beach house. Slowly | get better. 


Eventually my libido came back with a vengence. | wanted to show Axl how | felt about him. | wanted this to be 


the start of me and him forever. 


He stands out on his balcony with the Malibu sun glinting the fire in his hair. | walk up behind him and wrap 


my arms around him. "The sun looks so awesome on your hair," | say stroking it. 


He turns to face me and i lay kiss on him that seems to take his breath away. | take his hands in mine and 


start to lead him backwards to the bedroom. A sinister smile is on my face, hoping to spark a mood. 

| want you," | say sitting on the bed looking up at him. "And..and I'm ready for you to take me too." 

He seem shocked with raised eyebrows. | pull off my shirt and he can't resist kissing my chest and collar bone. 
"You serious Iz?" He skeptically asks me. 

I'm ready Axl.ready to give myself to you completely." 


Axl removes his shirt and lower me back on his be. We kiss tenderly as we shimmy out of the rest of our 


clothes. 


l'm not scared anymore. I'm bot inhibited. i want to be one with Axl. | want us to share every part of this 


equally. | wasn't even nervous. 


| can feel Axl's thighs working between mine. i feel his hard dick. He kisses me softly and moves my hair from 


my forehead. 

"You sure lz?" 

| nervously nod. 

"I'll be gentle," he says as | watch him coat his dick with saliva. 


He rares up on his knees. i feel the head of his cock slowly pressing against the opening of my ass. Pressure, 


throbbing pain, the sensation of tearing. | close my eyes with a whimper. 

"You ok lz?" 

| quickly nod, "Just take it easy." 

And he does. | never knew | could come this way but | felt myself drawing closer and closer. | reach down 
slowly stroking my dick to the rythem of his dick inside me. He whispers into y ear how fucking much he loves 
me. How fucking long he has waited for this. 

‘I'm sorry | caused you so much pain AX. | just had issues to get through." 

"| know," he smiles with a slow thrust and a kiss to my kneecap. "That feel good?" he sks me. 

| bite my lower lip with closed eyes and nod. 

"Will you be able to come soon?" He pants, "I dont know how much longer | can last" 

"Just a few more seconds," | say stroking my dick faster. 


"You gonna come for me lz?" he says in a sultry moan 


| nod panting, squirming all over the place. Then it happens. | come and | come hard all over Axl's stomach. Axl 


feels it and with a few pumps he's there too. | can feel him throbbing in my ass and prolonging my orgasm. 
"That was fucking great Iz," he collapses next to me. 


"Yeah," | answer as | stare up at the ceiling in the afterglow. "I'm gonna shower," | say and stand up naked and 


head to the bathroom. 


| lean on the counter top staring at the formica surface. | slowly will my eyes to look up at myself. | see tears 


in my eyes. | can't even explain why. 


Conflicted 


Author's Notes: 


poor poor confused izzy 
Conflicted 


Izzy;s POV 


My chest restricts and | feel like | can't breathe. Tears stream my cheeks. | can't stop staring at my 
reflection in Axis mirror. | had changed. | couldn't see myself the same anymore. | wasn't the same..and | never 


would be again. 


| close my eyes trying to accept what | had done. Why? Why had | compromised everything for Axl? Why did i 
let him get into my head and twist things? Axl knew all my weaknesses. Axl knew how badly | wanted to be 


loved and accepted. Did he really? Or was it a clever ruse? 
There was no denying we had love for one another. But | don't think it was a good kind of love. | don't think it 
server each others needs or purposes. But | had already led him on. | told him it would be him and only him 


from here on out. | told him | would shout it to the roof tops. 


| should be happy and in love, but that's not what | feel. | feel regret. | feel shame. | feel weakness. | feel 
confusion. | feel anything but hat it is I'm supposed to feel, 


Maybe it's just depression setting in with the sobriety. | never thought | would see the day that | would be 
free of dope, but here | was. Had | done it for Axl? At this point | honestly can't say. 


Jesus, what kind of fucked up shit had | gotten myself into? Did | really want to be Axl's other half? Did | 
really enjoy taking it up the ass? Did Axl do it for me? Could | really grow old with him? 


| wan a fix so bad to make this conflicted feeling leave me. | just want to be happy and make someone else 
happy. Apparently | made Axl happy. But was | really happy with him? That was the questioning me. Should | 
stay and try to do this? Or do | run like always. 


Part of me loved the way Axl loved me. It shone in his eyes. But did | feel that way? Or was it just my 


instinct to want to keep him happy? Keep him controlled somewhat? 
God | needed answers. 


| turn on the shower and step in. | run my hands through my hair and hang my head in shame. | look up, tears 


still coming to my eyes. | sink down the shower wall gripping at my hair. The fucking tears refuse to stop. 


What have | done? Jesus Christ what have | done? Fuck what have | done? | can't do this! | can't be this 
person Axl wants me to be. | look down and see a small trail of blood washing down the drain. No mystery 


where it's coming from. 


| lightly bang my head on the back of the shower wall a few times. How in the hell was | gonna fix this without 
Axl going off his rocker? He would be spiteful and irate and do something stupid. 


| had perfected the way to calm the tiger inside him. | was used to dealing with Axl. | had many clever ways to 
change his moods. this situation was like the first time he kissed me. | had been playing along, but in the end it 
makes Ax let his guard down. 

| felt filthy and immoral because he had made me come so many times. | must have enjoyed it to get it up, 
keep it up, and bust a nut, right? But | let it go on. | jerked him off. | actually sucked him off! And now | had 


let him violate me. But | came every time. 


Perhaps being clean is making me see things differently, more clearly. What can | say? We have all done some 


really stupid shit on drugs. But at the time it makes perfect fucking sense. 
God my head is so fucked up. 


| finish my shower and my tears of regret. | wrap a towel around my waist and exit the bathroom. Axl looks 


at me with a broad smile. He's looking me over with approval. 
"God you're so beautiful and sexy you take my breath away." 


What can | even say at this point, For fucks sake | could barely look him in the eye out of shame. Shame for 
what | had let him do to me. 


Izzy Runs 


Author's Notes: 
oh izzy izzy izzy 


lzzy Runs 
Axl's POV 


Izzy was so sexy and beautiful standing there in a towel with water dripping from his long black hair. When | 
tell him this he shyly smiles and walks about the room gathering his clothes. 


"You feel ok this morning?" | ask, "I didn't hurt you did 1?" 

He just shakes his head as he pulls up his pants. 

"Where you going? | thought maybe we could have some more fun" 
"L.I can't.Slash..| promised Slash we would work on this song." 


Izzy's being peculiar. He's avoiding looking at me. He had been all too happy to do so last night. But this morning 
| sense a distance between us. 


"You ok l2?" 

"Yeah, sure," he answers pulling on his shirt 

"Why you acting so strange then?" 

"Am 1?" He asks sitting on the bed to put on a boot 

"You're weirded out about last night arent you?" | ask. | know my Izzy so well 
He pauses with a sigh. And puts on his other boot. 

"Just a bit shy feeling | guess," he shrugs. 

"Shy?" | ask with a smirk, "You weren't so shy last right. 


"| guess reality is setting in." 


"And what reality is that Iz?" | ask fearing his answer. 


"You fucked me in the ass man.l'm sorry if l'm feeling a little awkward this morning. That was a first for me..a 


very different first.” 

"A first we shared together Iz" 

He nods and stands. "I gotta go." 

"I think you're just running away." | say crossing my arms. 
"No..| promised Slash." He protests. 


"Oh bullshit lz. This is me. You can't fucking lie to me. You're running away because you don't know how to deal 


with this." 

"Maybe | am," he looks down, 

"Why?" | wonder aloud. 

"Cuz l'm thinking.maybe it was a mistake." 

"A mistake? What? You prefer me being the one always getting fucked in the ass..fine..it's cool." 
"Ax.it's not just that." 

"Then what he fuck is it?" | demand 

‘I'm not fucking gay. guess you've turned me bi. But Axl | don't want to hurt you. I'm afraid in the end i will” 
'Iz.you've always done your best not to hurt me." 

"Yeah Ax. have.have you ever thought about what thats like for me?" 

"Enlighten me," | sigh. 


"Alot of tounge biting and alot of doing things against my will, alot of submission, giving you your way, agreeing 
with you even when | don't.Its a goddamn exhausting full time job." 


"So what are you saying? This was all just for my benefit?" 


Izzy runs his hand over his forehead. "Ax.if | don;t get out of here I'm afraid | may slip. You know Slash is 


holding." 
"Will | see you later?" | ask as he bolts for the door. 
"Yeah sure..later." 


And he's gone. 


The Wagon 


Author's Notes: 
back and forth. yes or no. will they, won't they? 


The Wagon 
Izzy's POV 


Its really hard to stay sober when everyone around you is so fucked up all the time. They're constantly 
offering me shit, "Hey Iz, want a line?" "Hey Iz | just got this great shit, let's shoot it” "Hey lz, wanna chase 


the dragon?" | always have to remind them, "Dude, i quit..remember ?" 


Maybe that's why I've not 100% minded being around Axl because he's the only one who's straight, with the 
exception of some drinking, and a couple pills. Axl never condoned my drug use when it went from pot to 
fucking smack. Axl knew it would destroy me. It did. | was fucking useless on the shit. 


But god how great it felt. It was better than sex. It was better than a million bucks. It was better than winning 
a new car. No other drug could come close to comparing with it. It made everything just disappear. All the bad 


was forgotten. Nothing at all mattered on smack. It was the cure for anything that ail you. 


Me, | had done some really cool riffs smacked out. | had written some of the fans favorite songs on the shit. 
But that was before | got really bad off. | got so bad that | couldn't do the shows without fucking up at least 
one song. Luckily Duff was next to me on the stage. He would always nudge me and snap me to. Plus it didn't 


hurt that Duff too could play guitar. 


Slash was by fare worse than | have ever been But he rarely messes up. I'm envious of his playing. I've never 
heard any one who could shred like he could. I'm not saying | suck. In fact | think I'm highly under rated and 
umnoticed..even unappreciated. But It's me who made the rythem for every song. Slash just came along and 
added his signature high pitch playing. Not many people could play rythem with Slash. So that's gotta say 
something about my skill..right? 


My thoughts break off to last night. | can't believe | did that shit sober. But it wasn't so bad.physically. But 
my thoughts are fucking killing me now. Confusion is clouding my brain. | don't wanna feel this shit. | don't 
wanna think about this.whatever the hell this was. | wanted it all to go away..fade into nothingness. | new but 


one way to do this. 
Heroin 


When | got to Slash's room a fix was all the fuck | could seem to think about. All | wanted Just what | needed. 


Slash answered the door with a stretch. "Dude.it's fuckin early" 
"Hts noon fucker.” 

"Oh." He lets me in He walks over and grabs his guitar. 

"Wait" | say, "before we jam lets bang some shit! 

Slash scratches his head. "Didn't you like stop or something?" 

"Fuck it," | shrug, "What's the point. Sobriety fucking blows man’ 

Slash smirks and goes for the dope. He cooks up a fix and tosses me a needle. "Welcome home man," he smiles. 


| look down to my arm with the needle over my vein. | hesitate a moment. Fucking fuck it. | shove it in and 


release it into me. Then everything went away. 


Fading 


Author's Notes: 

Ok guys..all | can say is sorry..But here comes the last few chapters. 
Fading 

Izzy's POV 


The daylight outside eventually turned to a long long darkness. Slash and | never even picked up a single guitar 
that day. We started shooting up heroin and snorting coke. | don't know what we did. 


Eventually when you do enough coke you start to see shit. Paranoia sets in. And before you know it you are 
smack dab in the middle of some safe bunker hiding from voices that aren't fucking real, imagining things are 
after you. Yeah, we went there a few times that day. The general fix to fix this is generally best served with 
a fucking fix. 


Shot after shot of Jack. Line after line of coke. Needle prick after prick of heroin. We weren't even able to 
move. | couldn't even see now. Did it not occur to us to turn on the lights? Were there light bulbs was a 
better question. We were career drug users, believe me, light bulbs came in handy. 

| hadn't thought about Axl for most of the day, too entertained with drugs. Maybe they were fading because 
for a glimmer of an instance he crossed my mind. Red, perfectly straight hair. Those high cheek bones. His 
deep voice. Though it was all beautiful to me, it still felt incomplete. Even women felt incomplete. Everything 


about me had always been that way. Empty. 


A chill shoots up my spine. It's cold. My hands rested at my sides takes note of carpet under my fingertips. 
Its dark. My chest heaves from the cold and the drugs. 


*.8..olash.." 
"Shhh," he quickly hisses, "They'll fucking hear.." 
Who? | try and remember. | tried really hard to remember. | just couldn't. 


"IFs cold," | whisper to Slash as | try to keep my panting quiet. Slash doesn't answer me. Did he not hear me? 
"Moan.lts cold." 


"Shhh." 


| run my hands between my thighs to warm them. Fuck.! don't have any clothes on. | can't see to find them. 
"Slash," | say. 

"Shut the fuck up," | hear him say as he cocks a gun 

Holy fuck! Why does he have a fucking gun? Is he pointing the fucking thing at me?! | wish | could fucking see. | 
searched frantically for any trace of light | could My eyes finally find a faint thin strip of a soft light 
hovering just above the carpet. A door. An exit. 

| slowly get up and crawl toward the door, praying | don't crawl into the barrel of Slash's gun. | try to find a 
door knob but can't. Where the fuck is it at? | have to get the fuck out of here before this idiot tries to 
shoot me. But | fucking can't get out. Finally an action rings from my drug riddled brain. Just fucking push Izzy. 
So | push and the door flies open To my surprise | fly right into Axl. 

"Iz." 

"Fucking run," | yell trying to get away. 


"What the fuck are you talking about?!" Axl yells at me as he grabs me and tries to stop me from running. 


"Slash..he has a fucking gun!" | yell at him as | look over my shoulder to make sure it isn't pointed at us. To 


my surprise | don't see him. 

"Slash is at the fucking hospital having your goddamn switchblade removed from his fucking hand!" 
"What?" | frantically ask. 

Axl lets me go and takes a step back looking at me funny. 

"| was just with him," | utter. 

"Yeah, no shit! Didn't help that you carved Izzy into the end of your knife for the cops to fucking see!" 
"No," | shake my hand ".he was gonna shoot me." 

"With what?" Axl shrugs. 

"With that fucking gun he just had in there," | point over my shoulder. 


Now Axl looks at me even stranger. "Izzy." he says unsure. 


| turn and see a gun on the floor. | bend and pick it up. "This is mine," | say holding it limply. 
"Yeah," Axl nods, "What are you doing with it out? And why are you naked?" 
It isn't until that moment that | realize l'm not even in Slash's house. This is my fucking house. My bedroom. 


That was my closet | had been locked in. It was my gun | heard being cocked. | know | was talking to Slash. What 
the fuck is going on? 


Falling 


Falling 
Axis POV 


Behind his dripping wet hair and glistening white wet skin, | could see huge black eyes encompassed with 


confusion. | can see the black gun in his hand. | can tell he doesn't remember what happened. 

According to Slash, he and Izzy were doing smack and blow all day. He said Izzy just started talking crazy shit. 
Slash was fucked up too and tensions were on high. Some how the two of them got into a fight and Izzy 
stabbed Slash through the back of the hand to a fucking wall. 


After that, Slash says Izzy did a huge speedball. Says he just started stripping down and pacing and mumbling. 
Eventually he just left. Slash said he could hear him spinning tires and burning out. 


Slash managed to free himself from the wall, but not the 4 inch switchblade going all the way through his 
hand. He called the cops and | knew it would only be a matter of time before the cops found him. | wanted to 
warn him. So | came here to find him. 

As soon as | pulled up | found his car crashed into the pillar outside of his gate. Every light in his house was 
on, but | didn't see him anywhere. Finally in his bedroom | could hear him talking to someone in his closet. At 


first | thought he was just on the phone. 


But went he burst out of the closet | could tell from one look how twisted out of his mind he was. He couldn't 
even remember what had happened. Now he has what | can only assume is a loaded gun in his hand. 


He pulls his hands to his head, the cool metal of the gun sliding up his cheek. "Ax..what the fuck is going on?" 
"You're high Iz," | sigh. He had been doing so good. Why did he slip? Everything was good. Why? 


His wide eyes are brimmed with tears as | see him struggle to think and remember. A tear falls as his eyes 


met mine. "You should have never told me how you felt Ax." 
"Why?" | softly ask looking at him. 


He lets out a huff and wipes his nose with the back of his right hand which held the gun. "Cause it ain't done 
shit but destroy me." 


"What do you mean?" | ask as my stomach drops. 


Izzy looks down shaking his head. "All | ever wanted was for somebody to feel the way you said you 


did.but.but it wasn't supposed to be you man. You were just supposed to be my best friend Ax..But | couldn't 
help but give you your fucking way.| always cave under and fucking let you win. | should have bit your fucking 
tongue off that night in Indiana.It would have stopped you..would have kept you from making the mistake of 


our lives." 


'Izzy.how can you say it was a mistake?" | ask as | take a step toward him to embrace him and try to ease 


his psychosis. 
"No," | hear him softly say as he draws the gun up into my face, "Please don't fucking touch me." 


| stare at the barrel of the gun. If he could stab Slash then | knew he could shoot me. However he seemed 
somewhat rational. | honestly didn't know if | could trust him or not. Needless to say, | fucking froze. 


The Final Score 


Author's Notes: 
ok, here's the end? what's izzy gonna do. 


The Final Score 
Narrative POV 


Axl's eyes widened as he looked at the barrel of Izzy's gun pointed in his face. Was Izzy honestly pointing his 
gun at him? Why? What had he done? Was Izzy just fucked up? 


'Iz.what the fuck is your problem? This morning everything was fine..now you're pointing a fucking gun at my 


fucking head?" 
"Just.don't touch me," Izzy shakes his head slowly, the gun slightly quivering in Axl's face. 


Axl slightly held his hands up, "I'm not.Come on lz.it's me.what's wrong with you? Tell me how shit got to 


here." 


Izzy shrugs, "I told you | was fucked up Ax. | thought.thought that because you loved me that it would just 
make the shit ok.but it didn’t. It fucked it up even more.|t fucked me up," he spoke softly. 


"But | thought you loved me too." 

| do.but not like that.. tried.tt just don't fucking feel right 

"But it feels good, right?" Axl asked with a hopeful tone, "You've come so many times." 
Izzy said nothing as tears worked up in his eyes. 

"Come on man.just put the gun down," Axl said slowly as he reached for it. 

"No," Izzy said wiping his nose, "I can't do it Ax." 

"What are you gonna do Izzy? Fucking shoot me?" 

Izzy could only stand there with tears in his eyes as he held the gun on Axl. 


"Come on lz, just listen to me." 


"No! I'm fucking done listening to you! All you do is twist shit.l've been your ‘yes man’ for years. You just walk 
around like the fucking world owes you something because of what your dad did to you! You're selfish and 
spoiled! And now your selfish ass has spoiled me to anything ever again! You have no fucking clue what you've 
done to me!" 

"All | did was try to love you..” 

Izzy faintly smiled as a tear rolled down his nose, "Sometimes man.love just ain't enough." 

"But you said you wanted to be with me.equal partners. 

"Nothing's equal with you Ax," Izzy softly replied. 

‘Iz.1 love you so fucking much.please give me a chance to proove it!" 

"No," Izzy shook his head. "This can't go on This ain't how it's supposed to be." 

Axl firmly replied "Love is love." 

"No," Izzy again shook his head, "its not” 


"Come on Iz.just give me the gun and lets talk," Axl said as he reached for the gun once again. 


Izzy took a step back, "Stay the fuck away from mel" Izzy shouted as he firmed up his grip on the gun. "Back 
the fuck of fll" 


"No Izzy.just hand it to me," Axl persist. 


‘| can't man! Don't you fucking get it?! If | give you the fucking gun | have no control over you..you'll just crawl 
right back in my goddamn head and twist shit and fuck it all up again" 


‘Shits twisted now Iz!" Axl shout at him losing his patience. "Just let me fucking love you! Don't you remember 


all the years we've had together? You're my best fucking friend. | love you so much man" 
"And | tried to love you the way you want.but | can't fucking do it anymore!" 
Axl began almost screaming, "So what? Just go back to being a fucking useless junkie?" 


Izzy took in Axl's harsh words. He knew he was right though. He soon could see Axl reaching for the gun again. 


Izzy quickly withdrew it from Axl's head and put it to his own "Stop." 


Axl looked in horror at the gun now on Izzy's temple. "Please Izzy, just stop it” 


"All | ever wanted to do was just play in a band. just play. | can't go on like this." 
‘Izzy, | love you! Please!!!" 
Izzy's eyes lock with Axt's. "I loved you too." 


Before Axl knows it there is a loud BANG. He blinks as sprays of Izzy's blood go across his face. He watches as 


everything goes slow motion as he watches Izzy's body collapse to the floor. 


"IZZY NOII" He cried dropping to his knees beside Izzy laying on the floor. "Please wake up," he cried shaking 
him. But he knew Izzy was gone. "OH GOD!" He cried pulling Izzy's body into his arms. "I'm so sorry Izzy." 


The End 


